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SKIN NEWS & VIEWS 


Uncut loves to hear from its 
readers and encourages you to 
share your feelings about your fore- 
skin (or lack of one), your experien- 
ces, as well as your fantasies with 
the other readers through the Skin 
News & Views section. We’re espe- 
cially open to hearing from men 
who are currently restoring their 
foreskins resulting from neonatal cir- 
cumcisions. Tell us about your tech- 
niques and progress. 

Our policy is to indicate only your 
first name and your state at the end 
of your letter. However, your letter 
should be signed, so that we'll know 
it was written by a real person and 
not simply a lower primate who 

ained access to a word processor. 

nd remember to pass on informa- 
tion about foreskin and circumcision 
in your local media. When cor- 
responding with us, please use the 
following address: Editorial Depart- 
ment, Box 998, Oceanside, CA 
92049. 


MAD AS HELL 

| have been a subscriber (yes, 
damn it, I’m cut and | hate it—mai' 
the bastard rot in everlasting helll} 
since the first issue of Uncut. I’m dis- 
appointed and sorry to read that 
Uncut has been forced to go semi- 
annual. | hope things pick up for all 
of us soon. 

And now, my reason for writing: | 
was totally incensed by the Logitech 
advertisement in the May 12, 1992 
issue of PC Magazine. (Editor's 
note: The two-page advertisement, 
which we have seen, shows a baby 
wearing a diaper, sitting up, with the 
caption “Feels Good” on the first 
page. The second page shows the 
baby boy nude, on his back, urinat- 
ing into the air, with the caption 
“Feels Better.” The baby is circum- 
cised. We legally can not show you 
that image in this magazine—for 
fear of being charged with publish- 
ing “kiddie porn.”) The advertise- 
ment made me absolutely livid. | 
wish | had the resources to take PC 
Magazine and Logitech and their ad- 
vertising agency to court. The pic- 
ture shouldn't say “Feels Better,” it 
should say “Sadistically Tortured 
and Mutilated; Sexually Hand- 
icapped for Life.” 

Circumcision by a doctor in New 
York state is malpractice. It vioiates 
the health code stating that a 
physician may not perform any pro- 


cedure that has no medical benefit. 
In New York, circumcision can also 
be considered infant abuse. 
| have not, nor will | ever buy any 
Logitech product until they change 
their ways. 
Alan Veargason 
New York 
(Editor’s note: While we think the 
concept of the advertisement 
should be applauded—it certainly 
goes after a couple of advertising’s 


sacred cows—we are disappointed 
at the use of a circumcised model. 
But beyond that, we completely dis- 
approve of the use of a naked child 
in the advertisement. We feel the 
advertisement fundamentally vio- 
lates the child’s right to privacy, 
since he could not consent to being 
photographed naked and/or urinat- 
ing. We think the violation goes 
even further; it is against the prin- 
ciple of the Constitution, which was 


Rico Suave, photo by The Latino Fan Club 
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established to protect the liberty of 
its citizens—without any mention of 
their age. If you would like to ex- 
press your own reaction to the ad- 
vertisement, you can write directly 
to the company (Logitech, 6505 
Kaiser Dr., Fremont, CA 94555). 
Based on our on experiences with 
questionable advertising, we’re will- 
ing to give PC Magazine the benefit 
of the doubt—that they did not wish 
to act as censors and that they con- 
sider the reader the best judge of 
what is acceptable.) 


LIKES DOCTORS 

| really enjoyed the story by 
Dorian Pierce, “Promises,” in the 
January 1993 issue of Uncut. Many 
doctors have examined my own 


uncut dick, but I’ve never had an ex- 
perience like the one in the story— 
although I’d sure like it! It’s given 
me anew fantasy. 
Harry 
Illinois 


CUBAN VERSION 

I've read Uncut for the past 
couple of years and | look forward 
to each new issue. It was bad news 
to find out this great publication is 
only going to come out twice a year. 

I’m 36 years of age and came to 
the United States from Cuba when | 
was a child. Since circumcision is 
not practiced in Cuba, | was for- 
tunate enough to escape being 
clipped. 

Uncut has always reminded me 


Mike Torres, photo by CHM Studio 
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of the privilege | have to be a 
“natural” man. When | open the 
pages and see all those uncut guys, 
just like me, | feel proud. | also get 
so turned on | have no choice but to 
start pumping my own foreskinned 
mantool. 

It must be great living ina 
country like Spain or Germany 
where most men are uncut. Imagine 
going to a nude beach in one of 
those places and feeling like you 
really belong. Wow! 

| have a couple of questions: One 
of my all-time favorite movie stars 
was Errol Flynn. Was he cut or 
uncut? | have the same question 
about the ball player, Jose Can- 
seco—since he was born in Cuba, 
too. What do you think? 

Manny 

New Jersey 
(Editor’s note: We’ve seen nude 
photos of Errol Flynn, who was cut. 
Jose? We can only imagine—un- 
less someone out there has first 
hand knowledge they’d like to 
share.) 


PETER’S SKIN 
| think Peter Cruller, from the Sep- 
tember 1991 issue of Uncut is ab- 
solutely fantastic and | hope there 
are more photos of him and that 
fabulous foreskin in the magazine 
some day. That’s a piece of meat | 
could worship all day! 
| wish Uncut could come out 
more often. 
Ken 
San Diego, CA 


BIG KAHUNA 

| recently read my first issue of 
Uncut (January 1992) and | don’t in- 
tend to ever miss another issue. By 
the time | got to Rex Kahlo’s big 
kahuna on page 9, | realized | might 
as well take my pants off. 

I’ve always been primarily orally 
oriented and the “life-size” photos 
of T.J. and Rico Suave in the same 
issue had me wanting to lick the 
pages. Rico truly has the ABC’s of a 
superstud: Attitude, Body, and 
Cock. He seems to get hotter every 
time | look at him. 

But the guy who actually made 
the back of my sack quiver was 
Mark Vale. He’s got those cowboy- 
next-door good looks, a nice fat pair 
of Grade-A Large nuts, and my 
favorite kind of cock—a big, thick 
tube that tapers to an oval of flesh. 
It makes me want to stick a finger or 
tongue in it, or maybe even (quiver) 
try some dick-docking. | really en- 
joyed his variety of poses and 
stages of arousal. 

I've always been mesmerized by 
the way an uncut dick changes char- 
acter during arousal. | would love to 


see a life-size series of foreskin 
phases, starting from cold-shower 
limp and progressing from there. 

| wonder if anyone has ever tried 
to standardize the terminology for 
referring to various kinds of uncut 
cocks For example: Rex Kahlo 
might be a “tube” type, Cameron 
Kelly a “torpedo,” Rico Suave a 
“club,” Tabor a “worm.” Someone 
could go thorough all the back is- 
sues to see what other categories 
they can come up with and compile 
an “Uncut Dick-tionary” with ex- 
amples of each type. 

After Latinos, the most abundant 
supply of skin here in Texas comes 
from blacks. | like to see a black 
dong with some bright pink knob 
showing through. Also, | associate 
black cock with docking because 
the first time | ever saw docking (on 
video), a black stud slipped it over a 
lucky white guy’s cock head. 

You know, even though I’ve al- 
ways considered myself to be an im- 
aginative person, | never realized 
such a thing as docking was pos- 
sible until | saw it on video. Now I’m 
fascinated by it, and docking is right 
up there near the top iofmy list. 

Maybe you’ve figured out by now 
that I’m clipped. | wish | wasn't. | 
have never had the pleasure of an 
uncut boyfriend. Still, | keep hoping 
that a pecker like Mark Vale’s will 
a out at me one day. 

y the way, seeing a dick hang- 
ing out of faded jeans really drives 
me wild. | realize this is almost a 
cliche. 

But, back to Uncut: | also enjoy 
the hot fiction and the video 
reviews, which are pretty interesting 
reading in and of themselves. | 
found out the hard way that stun- 
ning box covers and hyperbolic ad- 
vertising copy have absolutely no 
relationship to the contents of the 
tape. So, those reviews save time 
and money. 

Keep up the good work, | feel like 
Uncut is being published just for me. 

James 
Texas 


OH! ARMONDO! 

First, let me express my thanks. 
As an uncut PLWA (person living 
with AIDS) who is mightily attracted 
to other uncuts, your professional, 
thoughtful, and erotic efforts are 
most welcome. 

Second, will you please show 
more of Armondo (September 
1990). He was on the cover of that 
issue and there was a too-brief 
photospread of him inside. He has 
really provoked a strong response 
in me. 

Please keep up the high quality 


and you will keep up my interest— 
among other things. 
Mitch 
San Francisco, CA 


DON’T TRY THIS AT HOME! 

As part of a religious ritual, 
Mayan kings had their foreskins 
ceremoniously pierced with a 
needle. The resulting drops of blood 
were caught on a strip of parch- 
ment. When the parchment was 
burned, the Mayans believed they 
were able to see the images of their 
gods in the smoke. 


ONLY IN SAN FRANCISCO 
Seen on Highway 101 in 
downtown San Francisco, this 
license plate on a California- 
registered van: 2N2SKN. 


CIRC SYMPOSIUM IN DC 

The Third International Sym- 
posium on Circumcision is being 
planned for Washington, DC in the 
Spring of 1994. For information, con- 
tact the International Symposia on 
Circumcision (ISC), 2440 Sixteenth 
St., Suite 250, San Francisco, CA 
94103. 


NO HARM 

The National Organization to Halt 
the Abuse and Routine Mutilation of 
Males, NO HARMM for short, was 
founded in 1992 to give voice to 
American men who feel victimized 
by routine infant circumcision. 
Founder Tim Hammond says, “‘Cir- 
cumcised men are denied, and in 
denial about, the sexual enhance- 


Trenton Comeaux, photo by Gymnos 
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ment provided by foreskin. Even if 
there are no physical complications 
from the medically unnecessary 
surgery, the fact that their genitals 
were altered at a time when they 
couldn't consent has left many men 
feeling angry, resentful of doctors, 
and betrayed by parents.” NO 
HARMNM is a direct action group 
which has a number of projects cur- 
rently on its agenda. You can con- 
tact the group by writing: NO 
HARMM, Box 460795, San Francis- 
co, CA 94146. 


FRANK CAPRA’S TRAUMA 
According to author Joseph 
McBride’s biography Frank Capra: 
The Catastrophe of Success, the 
famous director felt his sex life was 
ruined when he was a young man 


after he let a doctor talk him into 
being circumcised as a means of 
avoiding gonorrhea. According to 
Capra, the doctor botched the un- 
necessary operation. “The son of a 
bitch cut everything off. He left me 
with no skin at all.” Capra said the 
wound never healed completely, 
and left him with a premature 
ejaculation problem and lifelong 
sexual trauma. “I became a lousy 
lay,” Capra said. 


ERSE 
Uncut meat 
Tastes sweet 
Especially Peter’s 
Across the street. 
David Bolduc 


Aiden Shaw, photo by Catalina 
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toad 
Men are plaves, Life is cheap. 
Passions are never denied. 
Rome's empire is at its peak. 
And into this decadent world 
comes Magnus, a gladiator 
with a fire in his lions anda 
chip on his shoulder. Enter 
into the arena of muscle and 
sweat and exploding pas- 
sions as Magnus learns all 
the lessons Rome has to 
teach. From the author of 
Wrestling Tales and The 
Flesh Fables comes this 
blistering sexual adventure 
where the mightiest warriors 
can suddenly find themselves 
bent over a table and at the 
sexual mercy of a horny 
Roman senator. $4.95 plus 
$2 shipping. Signed state- 
ment of age required. 
THE PAPER TRAIL 
509 VISTA WAY 
OCEANSIDE, CA 92054 
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from Cook Islands. 


RADISE 


BY FAIU MO MNM§MOKA 


The South Pacific! Tropic 
isles, sun, sand, sea, sex— 
and foreskin. Well, it depends 


where you go. 

There are some broad patterns: 
most Polynesian peoples circum- 
cise, most Melanesians don’t, but 
there are significant exceptions in 
both cases. The i-Kiribati (Gilber- 
tese) do, but the other Micronesian 
islands, the Marianas, Carolines 
and Marshalls, are so widely scat- 
tered that the custom probably also 
varies widely. 

Unlike most Polynesians, the 
New Zealand Maori have traditional- 
ly left the foreskins on their sons, 
and to be tehe—with glans show- 
ing—was a source of shame. (Tehe 
iS pronounced like “ten-hen” 
without the n’s). One traditional 
story has it that aman divorced his 
wife because she mentioned seeing 
him tehe. 

Maori meeting houses are lined 
with rows of large wooden carvings 
of ancestors, elaborately stylized. 
Those that show the ancestor’s 
penises —those that escaped the 
missionaries’ chisels—show them 
as tehe. This is probably not be- 
cause they were circumcised, but 
because they have erections, and 
that is the more tapu (sacred) condi- 


tion, appropriate to ancestors. 

A famous Maori culture hero 
traveled the country, leaving many 
place names where he went—in- 
Cluding the longest place name in 
the world, which mentions that he 
was circumcised. He was known as 
Tamatea Pokai Whenua, Tamatea 
the Land-Encircler, for short, but the 
name in full is: Taumata-whakatan- 
gihanga-koauau-o-Tamatea-haumai- 
tawhiti-ure-haea-turi-pukaka-piki-mau 
nga-horo-nuku-Pokai-Whenua-ki- 
tana-tahu. 

This mean, “The hill of the flute- 
playing by Tamatea (who was 
blown hither from afar, had a slit 
penis, grazed his knees climbing 
mountains, fell on the earth and en- 
circled the land) to his beloved.” If 
you're wondering, ure means penis 
and haea means slit or slashed. 
(That phrase has been mysteriously 
left out of the version in the Guiness 
Book Of Records.) The hill itself is 
not as impressive as the signpost 
pointing to it. 

An old man who lived nearby told 
me that the fact that Tamatea was 
circumcised showed that he was 
not born in New Zealand, and ac- 
cording to legend he came from the 
ancestral homeland, sometimes 
called Hawaiki and sometimes 
Tawhiti. (Hawaii and Tahiti are both 


named after it. Neither is thought to 
be the actual place.) 

In most of the rest of Polynesia it 
is a source of shame not to be cir- 
cumcised: women will not look at a 
man with a foreskin, because he is 
“not a real man.” An uncut acquain- 
tance of mine was swimming with a 
chief in a lagoon in Tonga, and the 
chief kindly offered to fix him up. My 
friend regretfully declined, and | 
think he did the right thing. | recent- 
ly played with a Tongan, and it was 
a rough job, a mass of scar tissue. 

Public hospitals in New Zealand 
will no longer circumcise boys on re- 
quest, but a doctor friend tells me 
that when they refuse, Polynesian 
families sometimes threaten to do it 
themselves, and then they feel that 
for them to do it antiseptically is the 
lesser evil. 

The Polynesian island where the 
custom is best documented, and 
ee most important, is Tikopia. 

ikopia is a tiny island in Western 
Polynesia, so far west that it is 
governed by the Solomon Islands, 
which are in Melanesia. 

Anthropologist Raymond Firth 
has fully documented how boys on 
the brink of puberty are incised in 
groups by their mothers and 
brothers, and then feasted and 
toured around the island as men. It 
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is important that it not be done too 
late (too near puberty) or a boy will 
be shamed; boys who have cut 
penises will not let uncut boys play 
with them. A visiting teacher was 
uncut, and if his children mis- 
behaved, they were cursed with, 
“Go and incise your father!” Firth 
says it is not a puberty rite, but a 
maturity rite. But the fact that it is 
done on the penis suggests that a 
connection with puberty can not be 
far away: it would make puberty 


seem to come under human control. 


It is said of a boy who has been 
incised, “His oven has been 
kindled,” (referring to the cooking of 
food for the feasting that follows) 
and he is then allowed to take a 
man’s role at ceremonies. The 
ceremony and the exchange of gifts 
that surround it are very important 
in cementing Tikopian society 
together. As Firth says, “The actual 
operation occupies only about two 
minutes; the handling of food and 
valuables attendant upon it may 
take five days or more, and the 
preparation of them many months 
of work.” 

Tikopians are not circumcised, 
but superincised. That is, a single 
cut is made from front to back on 


the top of the foreskin. | have hand- 
led one of these, and because it 
was done before the penis grew, 
the skin had pulled back, giving an 
appearance similar to true circum- 
cision. But being elastic, | could pull 
it almost right over the glans. Its 
owner seemed to enjoy that. If | 
ever had to have my Hn gla per- 
manently uncovered for any reason 
(which heaven forbid), this is the 
style | would choose, because no 
skin is lost and probably few nerves 
are cut. 

Unlike the custom of some other 
cultures, the Tikopian boy is treated 
sympathetically through his ordeal 
and given every encouragement to 
endure it stoically. He is cradled in 
the arms of one of his uncles, while 
another does the cutting and the 
whole ay crowds around. Spe- 
cial songs (laments) are sung, sym- 
pathizing with the boy’s pain, and 
the uncle who does it under enor- 
mous social pressure to do it proper- 
ly. He usually trembles from 
tension, and if he doesn’t seem to 
know what he is doing, he will quick- 
ly be replaced. A flat stick is pushed 
under the foreskin to protect the 
glans. Before the arrival of the 
Europeans the cut was made with a 


sharp stone, later a razor-blade. A 
friend of mine with access to medi- 
cal supplies was called on to supply 
scalpels for the ceremonies. 

On Ra’ivavar in the Austral Is- 
lands (700 kilometers from Tahiti), 
the boys superincise themselves 
(ouch!) alone. The custom is similar 
in the Philippines, and one shud- 
ders to think of the possibilities of 
misunderstanding and accident, but 
presumably they know what the 
result should look like, On the tiny is- 
land of Niue, it is done about the 
age of eight and as on Tikopia, it is 
a big occasion. In Fiji, it is a custom 
of puberty. 

One of the most famous images 
of the Cook Islands is of the sea- 
god Tangaroa, with a large, ap- 
parently circumcised cock. It even 
appears on coins! But a Cook Is- 
lander tells me that circumcision is 
not traditional (they have recently 
taken it up from Westerners), and 
she suggests that to portray Tan- 
garoa as circumcised is modern. 

A variety of methods are used in 
those parts of Solomon Islands 
where it is done. | have been told of 
a method called in Pijin fo-kona 
(four corner), where four fore-to-aft 
cuts are made, on top, bottom and 


Below left: carvings from Waitangi, New Zealand. The original name for the island was Aotearoa. In the photo 
below right, the third carving from the left in the first photo is shown in detail. 
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sides. Again, if that is done before 
puberty the outcome will look 
similar to conventional circumcision. 

But perhaps the most bizarre 
method, certainly the strangest | 
have seen, is that practiced in parts 
of the Western Solomons. A cut is 
made across the top of the foreskin 
at the back, and the glans is 
threaded up through it. As the penis 
grows, one imagines, it becomes im- 
possible to unthread it. The foreskin 
then forms a little wrinkle bunch 
under the glans, about the size of a 

ea. This is, of course, thought to 
improve heterosexual intercourse 
(though women might actually ap- 
preciate it more if the bunch were 
on top where it could reach the G- 
spot). Again, since everything is still 
there, this is probably preferable to 
cutting anything right off. 

For the rest of Solomon Islands, | 
am happy to say, men are uncut. At 
least, men of the Polynesian out- 
liers to the south (Rennell and Bel- 
lona), the island of Malaita (where 
men put on a very macho front and 
many have a dazzling combination 
of golden-brown skin and strawber- 
ry blond curly hair), most of Guadal 
canal, and the eastern islands of 
Makira and Santa Cruz. And, 
macho or not, they are often happy 
to plei, as they say. One, delightful- 
ly, told me he was not “skinsize.” 

At one stage, circumcision 
showed signs of becoming 
fashionable among adolescent boys 
in the Solomons “because the Araik- 
wao (white man) does it.” No better 
reason was given, and the chur- 
ches, so powerful in most South 
Pacific countries, were silent. Mis- 
sionaries have a lot to answer for. 
They have stamped on many harm- 
less customs that offended them, 
such as carvings (“idols”), tattooing 
(“imiages”) and dancing 
(‘temptation’). But they always 
turned a blind eye to circumcision, if 
not actively encouraging it on Old 
Testament grounds. (The New Tes- 
tament says it is unnecessary.) 

Koori (Australian aboriginal) cul- 
ture is much older than any other on 
earth, and very different. Some 
tribes subincise (slit underneath), 
not just the foreskin, but most of the 
length of the penis, opening up the” 
urethra (piss-tube). That really is an 
ordeal. You’d think it would serious- 
ly affect their fertility, but apparently 
not. The reason given for the opera- 
tion is to draw blood for ritual uses, 
but the operation does more than 
that, and why do it just there? 

North-Western tribes circumcise, 
and they believe the foreskin turns 
into a bat (it is stretchy like a bat’s 
wing), a symbol of death, because 


Photo right, top: a 
modern carving from 
Taumarunui, New 

Zealand. Below: A house 
carving from Hawkes 
Bay, NZ. The figure’s 
glans has its own eyes, 
set with abalone shell. 
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the initiation is seen as a kind of 
death. You may Say that is “primi- 
tive,” but similar imagery is used 
when nuns prostrate themselves, 
“dying to this world,” (and looking 
very much like bats!) to take their 


vows. 

Like the Tikopians, the Koori 

lace immense importance on their 

Initiation rituals, but their circum- 
cision is only the beginning of a 
long period spent apart from the 
tribe, being instructed in tribal 
secrets. 

But that’s not why so many 
peoples circumcise their sons. More 
often it’s that “real man” thing: a 
glans peeping out of a foreskin is 
thought to look too much like a 
clitoris peeping out between the 
vulva. Heaven forbid that men 
should be like women in any way! 
(This is also the basis of most 
homophobia.) 

And of course, once a society 
has been circumcising for a genera- 
tion, a foreskin is a sign of boyhood, 
and a bare glans a sign of man- 
hood. Don’t laugh: this is very close 
to the real reason it was so compul- 
sively done for so long in Australia, 
New Zealand and the good old US 
of A—and still is, all too often. A 
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CRUISE 4 


BY RICK YORK 


I remember | was on Apollo 1 when 
the news of the Altar invasion 

came. | was there because | had 
saved up some extra free time, and 
was going to spend it between the 
legs of Apollo 1’s leader, Pard. Half- 
human and half-panther, Pard was 
tall, dark, and very muscular. He 
gave off an incredible masculine 
spell that drove me crazy, as did his 
bright red cock-knob and large, dan- 
gling balls. 

When | landed, | was met by 
Pard’s guards, as usual—four 
naked-torso males in black leather 
pants and war boots, each carrying 
a spear. The spears were of an an- 
cient Earth design of African origin. 
They looked harmless, but they in- 
stantly killed any creature on con- 
tact. Such precautions were 
necessary. 

Because our twelve planets are 
exclusively for males who love 
males, we are under constant threat 
of attack. There are some in the 
universe who do not view our life- 
style as normal. They want to take 
over our entire Apollo Planetary Sys- 
tem and control our diamond mines 
on Apollo 1 and gold mines on Apol- 
lo 5. They would then turn us all into 


slaves to work those mines. Others 
just want to exterminate us outright. 

Mozek, captain of the guards, 
was the first to greet me. 

“Greetings, Keith,” he said. “It is 
nice to see you again.” 

“Greeting to you, and your men,” 
| answered. 

We shook hands. 

“But why are you on guard duty, 
Mozek? Are you in the doghouse 
with Pard?” 

“By doghouse, do you mean that 
Pard is mad at me?” 

“Yes.” 

“No, nothing like that. One of my 
men is sick, and I’m taking his 
place.” 

“Can Doctor Boyce be of any 
help?” | offered. “I can summon him 
from my ship.” 

“| thank you for your concern, but 
renowned as the doctor is, it’s noth- 
ing that a healer of humans can 
deal with.” 

“Well, if you change your mind, 
Mozek, let me know.” 

“| will speak plainly. Doctor 
Boyce would use every means and 
opportunity to suck my man off. But 
right now he needs rest, not a hot 
blow-job from Doctor Boyce!” 

“Umm, yes, you're right about the 


doctor.” 

“Boyce would also make a holo 
as he sucked my man off.” 

“If your man isn’t already a part 
of the doctor’s famous Males of the 
Universe Holo Collection!” | added. 
“And he'll make another holo when 
your man sucks off Boyce! Yes, 
Doctor Boyce can be a royal pain in 
the ass sometimes.” 

“A pain in the ass? | thought we 
were speaking of oral copulation—” 

“| mean, he can be a nuisance, if 
sex isn’t what you need.” 

“You understand me perfectly, 
Keith. Now come, Pard Is very 
anxious to see you.” 

The four dark-skinned and 
mysterious black-eyed males then 
escorted me through the many pas- 
sageways to Pard’s cave-like 
pleasure room. In the flickering 
torch light | saw him naked, sur- 
rounded by many pillows. | went 
over to him as he dismissed the 
guards. 

“Greeting, Pard,” | said. 

“Greetings, my friend Keith,” he 
purred. “Was your trip a pleasant 
one?” 

“Yes, the universe is beautiful 
tonight.” 

“| was surprised when you called, 
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saying you had saved up some extra 
free time. | wasn’t expecting you for 
another month.” 

“| knew it would please you.” 

“lam pleased that you have 
come.” 

“So | see.” 

Pard’s cock was half aroused. | 
had been watching it swell as we 
talked. 

“I’ve been playing with myself, as 
you humans Say, in anticipation of 
your arrival.” 

“| too have been anticipating our 
meeting, and played with myself on 
the trip here.” 

“So that is why your trip here was 
so pleasant!” 

“Yes, but | did not shoot.” 

“Nor have I. Let’s not waste any 
more time, my friend. | have a taste 
for human cum!” 

| got on my knees and began strok- 
ing Pard’s prick at once. The black 
fuzzy-fur that covered all of his body, 
except his asshole, was like velvet in 
my hands. As always, it sent sen- 
suous tingles through me. 

| continued gently to stroke Pard’s 
meat, watching it swell inch by inch. 
My own nine-incher was already hard 
in my pants. When his cock was 
throbbing-thick, hard as bi-lithium 
steel, | exposed the bulging, bright 
red knob that his foreskin was hiding. 
It was smooth, with a large piss-slit. 

| was going to dive between his 
legs and suck his fuzzy balls, then 


work on his black fur-rod, but his 
deep-yellow, sensuous eyes com- 
manded that | strip instead. Anything 
Pard wants you to do, his eyes will 
command you. You cannot resist. So 
| stripped, and my hard-on bounced 
out of my pants. 

His eyes then commanded that | 
put my balls over his face, so | 
mounted him, and he began to eat 
my big nuts. On the first bite, my 
balls were caught between the sharp 
teeth of a cock-hungry panther. As 
he held them prisoner, | rubbed his 
face with my throbbing cock, putting 
my smell all over him. 

When he finally released them, | 
pumped my nuts in and out of his 
mouth, while he sucked, and teased 
them with his rough panther-tongue. 
It was his teeth grabbing my balls a 
second time that set my cum free 
from my balls. 

“Here | come!” | warned, so he 
could drink every drop of my human 
man-juice. 

His teeth quickly released my sac, 
a paw-like hand pushed back my 
loads of skin, and | quickly rammed 
my hard meat down his throat. He 
took every throbbing inch. With my 
stiff red cock-hair against his face, 
and his sharp white teeth holding my 
rod, | came, my balls pumping loads 
down Pard’s throat. 

When my last wad shot out and 
flew into the air, landing on Pard, he 
held my dick up against my belly. 


Pard then squeezed the last of my of 
juice from my slit with his paw, licking 
each drop of cum that oozed out. His 
rough tongue sent tingles from my 
swollen knob, down my throbbing 
shaft, and into my hot balls again and 
again. 

When my balls gave out, for this 
round, | went down on his rod. It 
takes lots of spit to suck Pard’s giant 
fuzzy-black prick, so | kept spitting 
and sucking until my mouth slid easi- 
ly up and down the smooth cannon. 

“Hold back the skin and eat my 
head,” he growled. 

| did as he commanded. 

“Chew and suck that head hard, 
Earthling!” 

| chewed and sucked the bulging 
red monster, knowing that he was 
going to come. Besides his low howls 
of pleasure, | could feel his big nuts 
jerk. | quickly got down on his rod. 

His first load was huge, blasting 
out of his large slit. It was followed by 
more and more hot panther-cum. | 
swallowed as much as | could, and 
as fast as | could, as his balls kept 
pumping it down my throat. | got 
most of it, and would have gotten 
more if | hadn’t pulled off and watch 
that fuzzy-black cannon explode. 

It was an incredible sight, watching 
that huge meat shoot load after load 
of super-thick cum. What jizzum | 
didn’t swallow, | was going to lick up 
like a cat. | was licking, when a high- 
pitched siren cracked assaulted my 
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ears. | jerked back and saw that 
Pard’s panther ears were standing 
erect. 

The siren could mean only one 
thing: we were under attack! 

As Pard and | scrambled to our 
feet, a computer voice shouted over 
the com: “Attention! Attention! We 
are under attack! To your battle sta- 
tions! To your battle stations! We are 
under attack!” And then, without ex- 
planation: “Prepare to die you evil 
doers! You cannot escape our 
wrath!” The voice kept repeating the 


last two sentences in a booming tone. 


he computer’s gone mad!” cried 
Pard. 

“Or someone’s fucked it up! I'll go 
see what’s happening.” 

A troop of guards came rushing in 
with Mozek at the head, yelling, 
“Some mysterious force has broken 
through our force shields, Pard! 
Every machine is useless! We can't 
even fire a laser!” 

“Nothing works?” asked Pard. 

“Nothing, except the view 
screens.” 

“A fleet of fifty ships of unknown 
origin is headed this way!” a guard 
added. 

“Ships that I’ve never seen before, 
or that are on record,” Mozek ad- 
mitted. 

“I'd better get back to the Captain 
and Vek,” | said. “They might need 
me ” 


“Forget it,” Mozek said. “All our 
ships are powerless. When the force 
hit, they went out, too. Luckily, only 
unmanned ships were in orbit at the 
time. They lost orbit and disappeared 
into space, are have come crashing 
down through the atmosphere!” 

“Then we're stuck here, complete- 
ly defenseless!” said Pard. 

“Unless the Space Defense 
Federation is on their way,” another 
guard said. “All the ships of the 
Federation should be able to knock 
these guys into a fuckin’ black hole!” 

“Unless these guys have knocked 
out our entire planetary defenses,” | 
remarked. “Which is most likely.” 

“| agree,” said Pard. “They 
wouldn't attack one planet, knowing 
there could be hundreds of ships to 
fight off.” 

“Our spears will kill them,” a guard 
boasted, flicking his tail. ; 

“Maybe, or maybe not,” | replied. 
“All | know is, I’m not going to stand 
around shitting in my boots. | suggest 
that every man on this planet take up 
a battle station and arm himself with 
anything he can.” 

“Keith is right,” said Pard. “That’s 
all we can do. Tell the men. Have 
every man arm himself to the teeth!” 

“I’m going to try and contact my 
ship,” | told Pard as Mozek and his 
men left. “If | can get hold of Vek, he 


might know how we can save our 
asses.” 

“But it’s useless, Keith! If ships 
don’t work, communications won't 
either!” 

“It's worth a try,” | said, and left. 

What | didn’t tell Pard about was 
the SCC—Secret Com Channel—a 
newly discovered means of sending 
signal through space. Every ship in 
the Space Defense Federation had 
one with a unique code so each 
ship’s crew members could secretly 
contact his fellow crew members. | 
wasn’t sure if the force field crippling 
Apollo 1, and most likely the entire 
Apollo system, was going to block it, 
but | had to try. 

When | reached my shuttle ship in 
the landing port, | put my hand under 
the control panel and pushed an ordi- 
nary screw. Immediately, a small sec- 
tion of the main view screen lit up 
with Vek’s face. 

“What the hell took you so long, 
Keith?” 

“lL only—” 

“Never mind. We may not be in 
contact for long, so let's keep our 
conversion quick.” 

“Yes, sir.’ 

“The invasion is coming from the 
Altar System. Their ships are not of a 
construction or design that we know 
anything about, but they appear to be 
heavily armed and shielded. About 
fifty are headed towards our system, 
with the first strike aimed at Apollo 1.” 

“With that many ships, they could 
destroy our entire system in hours,” | 
said. 

“Correct. In less than two hours, 
would be my guess.” 

“Vek, are you on a ship?” 

“Negative. Our entire system was 
paralyzed by their force field before 
we could mount any kind of defense. 
Except for view screens and some 
sensing probes, nothing works!” 

“Have you tried analyzing their 
force field?” 

; 2 have, but I’ve been unsuccess- 
ul.” 

“Do the working sensors give any 
clue to their power?” 

“If had about.a week and a com- 
puter, they might.” 

“Have you any more information, 
Vek?” 

“None, Keith except that these 
ships are manned by humanoids.” 

“Robots?” 

“Yes, if you prefer that word. But 
all data, before my sensors went out, 
suggest they are totally indestruc- 
tible!” 

“Then we're finished, Vek?” 

“AS one your of your famous 
Earthlings once said, it ain’t over till 
it’s over. If you should discover how 
to destroy them, use the fancy metal 
button on the left front collar of your 
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new uniform, Keith. It’s a small SCC 
transmitter. I’ll contact you if we dis- 
cover any weakness. You have 
about fifteen minutes before they 
reach Apollo 1. Good luck, as you 
Earthlings say. Over and out.” 

True to his half-Herdant nature, 
Vek was calm. It was as if the 
destruction of his whole world was 
nothing more than an intellectual dis- 
cussion! Well, we all face death in dif- 
ferent ways. But | wasn’t going to be 
caught by the invaders sitting in my 
shuttle ship, wondering if | was going 
to see Vek in another world! | was 
going down fighting! 

l ea made my way back to 
Pard, and told him what Vek had 
said, but not how | had contacted 
him. Pard was too busy directing the 
couriterattack to ask how | had 
managed that feat. 

While Pard continued to bark or- 
ders to his men, my brain raced to 
find an answer. But | was no scientist 
or engineer. | was nothing but a 
human who worked on the most 
famous all-male ship in all the 
galaxy, Star Cruise, as a Class Three 
crew member. | got my high rating be- 
cause of my smooth, nine-inch, light 
brown cock, big balls, and loads of 
foreskin—but this was one time my 
beautiful hard-on wasn’t going to be 
of any help. 

Or was it? An idea hit me, so crazy 
it could only have come from my 
famous sexual intuition. It was wild, 
but over the years I’ve learned to 
trust my erotic instincts; they’ve 
saved my ass (so to speak) in some 
tight spots. | told Pard. 

“It's a bit far-fetched, my friend,” 
he growled, flicking his tail thoughtful- 
ly, “but we have nothing to lose. 
We'll die naked and proud to have 
balls, if nothing else.” Pard gave the 
orders then. “All men are to strip, 
and have hot, heavy sex. Work up a 
sweat!” 

We heard the ships approaching 
then, and ran out to the garden. With 
electro-binocs, Pard and | watched 
as fifty ships encircled the planet and 
then landed. 

We watched the humanoids leave 
their ships and march towards 
whatever men they saw, having hot 
and heavy sex. We watched as the 
men of Apollo 1 were grabbed by the 
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robots, and saw the robots drop to 
the ground! The sound enhancer of 
the binocs transmitted their hideous 
screams of death. 

While Pard was busy watching the 
invasion, | pulled aside and quickly 
activated the button on my left front 
collar. 

“Vek here.” 

“Keith reporting. | know the 
answer, Vek! Sweat! Sweat shorts 
out their electrical systems, and they 
die! Get every man to strip and work 
up a sweat!” 

“How?” 

“Do | have to tell you that?” 

A few minutes later | heard Vek’s 
voice from the SCC. He sounded al- 
most excited. “It’s working, Keith. 
They're dropping like Valerian flies 
here. The sweat kills them almost im- 
mediately on contact.” 

“Especially sweat from a guy’s 


balls,” | noted. “They die even quick- 


er when they touch a guy’s balls.” 

“It may be that certain salts 
secreted during sexual excitation are 
the key. It will be interesting to see 
what makes these humanoids tick. 
Perhaps we'll learn something,” said 
Vek coolly. 

“We better sign off,” | said. “Pard 
is nearby.” 

“Yes, the SCC must remain top 
secret.” 

| returned to Pard’s side then, and 
together we watched the humanoids 
die. Only a handful managed to 
make it back to their ships and 
retreat. 

| would’ve likeed to stay with Pard 
for many days, but my free time was 
canceled, and as soon as a ship 
could arrive | was ordered to return 
to Home Base on Apollo 12 to make 
a full report, help in the clean-up, and 
start salvaging our equipment. 

But before the ship came, Pard 
and | had a whole day to celebrate 
our cep Between us, we worked 
up enough human and panther sweat 
to kill a whole fleet of those 
mysterious humanoids. | left the 
planet with a smile on my face, love 
bites on my neck and quite a few 
scratches on my back. That Pard is 
an animal! A 
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DEBUT OF AN ACTOR 


BY RICHARD PETERS 


i am a confirmed cocksucker. | have 
been since | was eighteen—since | 
met Robert. He showed me the joys 
of fellating a fully erect penis; the 
beauty of a velvety smooth, uncircum- 
cised, nine-inch-long, three-inch-thick 
prick. 

Robert knows what he’s talking 
about because he is the possessor of 
such a sex machine. He taught me 
that the most relaxing, fulfilling, and 
invigorating hours are spent sucking 
cock, especially his cock. | know that 
he’s right: | lovingly service that 
uncut monster of his as often as our 
careers allow. A professional actor— 
a a good one!—that’s what Robert 
is! 

We met when cast in “Antigone.” 
We gathered for the first time to meet 
each other and, more important, to 
read the play together. At twenty-two, 
Robert was physically mature but 
looked young enough to play any 
age between sixteen and twenty- 
eight convincingly. Six feet tall with 
blond hair, wide-spaced shocking- 
blue eyes, and a slim build, Robert is 
an actor's actor: he looks directly into 
your eyes on stage, plays honestly, 
and absorbs you completely in his 
performance. 

At eighteen, | appeared mature 
enough to portray the thirty-five-year- 


old business-executive type that 
Creon was to be. One inch taller than 
Robert, | have a naturally built 56- 
inch chest that tapers to a 29-inch 
waist. My dark-brown hair has 
auburn highlights, and my brown 
eyes stare right back into Robert’s 
eyes on Stage without flinching so 
that shared scenes play with a 
mutual total honesty. Robert's body, 
huskier than my swimmer’s body, 
seems more youthful. He played my 
son, Haemon. 

When introduced, | studied him 
carefully: “Yes, you're a Robert; not 
a Bob nor Rob nor Robby nor 
Bobby.” 

“How did you know?” 

“You're not the twinkie type!” 

“We'll get‘along well, Dad!” 

The reading went smoothly; the 
play was well cast. Robert and | 
began to adjust our voices to the dis- 
ae ages of our characters, and 

y the time that the rehearsal broke 
at ten that night, | felt secure that we 
were going to be fine. 

“We could go and spend money 
stupidly and wastefully in a coffee 
shop or a bar, but | make a great cup 
of coffee and have beer on ice in my 
apartment, so why waste money that 
we both need? Huh, Robert? Huh?” 

“Do you always talk in such long 
stupid sentences, Richard?” He 


smiled. Robert, with his beer, 
stretched his soccer-player’s legs 
before him at the right-angle junction 
of the L-shaped sofa and took off his 
shoes. | sat next to him, equally com- 
fortable. We talked shop until two in 
the morning. It was raining torrents; 
Robert stated that he noticed the 
downpour at about midnight. 

“Did you arrange this monsoon so 
that I’d have to stay the night and 
you could do all sorts of nasties to 
my body?” he smirked. 

“No!” | protested honestly, blush- 
ing profusely, 

Noticing my upset, Robert pulled 
up his reins, “Hey, wait a minute! 
Let’s get this straight—pardon the 
unintended pun: you are gay, aren’t 
you? | mean, you do like little boys, 
don’t you?” 


“Unsure? Undeclared? Inex- 
perienced? Virginal?” 

“All of the above,” | exhaled. “And 
| think that it’s older men that | like. | 
don’t want to run a how-to course 
every time | go to go to bed with 
someone—when | finally find out 
what it is that I’m supposed to do 
when | go to bed with someone!” 

“My god!” Robert grinned. 
“There's still one left. We'll have to 
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walk past the public library tomorrow 
to see if the stone lions there really 
do wag their tails when an honest-to- 
god virgin walks by! You're one hel- 
luva mess of a virgin at that!” 

“I’m not laughing, Robert,” | 
snapped. 

“Hey! Take it easy, Richard.” He 
moved lithe as a cat to me and put 
his arm around my shoulder protec- 
tively. “Don’t be so hard on yourself. 
It’s not that important!” 

“It is that important and that 
serious—to me! Come on. I’m tired. 
Let’s get some sleep.” 

“Do you want me to sleep here on 
the sofa even if | promise not to rape 
you?” he asked in his best daytime- 
soap-opera-seducer fashion. At that 
point, | broke down laughing; we both 
laughed for many minutes. Then, 
stopping, we looked at each other in- 
tensely. 

“Show me, Robert. Teach me all 
about gay sex.” 

“Why me?” 

“Because you're So sure of your- 
self—and of me; because you're 
caring and gentle and because it will 
mean something to both of us.” 

Our kiss started gently enough but 
heated up into a tongue duel. Natural 
instinct is a wonderful thing: you real- 
ize that you have been aware of what 
to do all along! You just didn’t have 
the outlet, the right partner, the per- 
fect circumstances in which to show 
your knowledge. 

Robert stood and reached out for 
me, “Come on; let’s shower.” 

We moved to the bathroom and 
watched each other reveal our 
bodies as we removed our T-shirts, 
jeans, sneakers, and sweat socks— 
almost prescription rehearsal clothes. 

| stripped off the bikini briefs that 
tented my current half-erection; 
Robert shucked the jockstrap that 
sheathed his semi-aroused sword. 
Robert duplicated outside’s cascad- 
ing rain in the shower stall. Once 
wet, he softened the force of the 
water and turned to me. My hands 
held his sexy snake hips and stroked 
up and down that wonderful stimulat- 
ing body juncture; he lightly mas- 
saged the coffee-bean-colored 
aureoles around my nipples. His 
fingertips mashed my nipples and 
then began to pinch and twist them. 
Robert licked, nipped, and finally bit 
those tits until the nubs had swollen 
to eraser size. | cupped his balls and 
looked into his eyes. 

“Go for it, Richard: play with them, 
squeeze them, lick them; take them 
into your mouth and suck those cum- 
filled balls!” 

| knelt, my hands on those creamy 
snake hips for ballast, my face 
wedged under the straight stiff 
column, pointed diagonally from his 
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torso, to taste the first pair of balls 
my tongue ever lapped. 

| vigorously licked, mouthed, and 
squeezed them lightly as | ate his 
heavy-hung large bollocks in their 
satiny though lightly haired nutsack. 

“You're almost at the target, baby! 
Work those jizz makers! Make me 
Want you to be where you want to 

fe) ” 


“| gave them more pressure, nip- 
ping them every so often, nibbling his 
balls more often. | rose after ten 
minutes on his balls and, smiling, 
Robert soaped my body, lingering 
over my balls and cock, then turning 
me around and washing Ah Bis 
thoroughly. With a second bar of 
soap, | almost simultaneously did the 
same to and for him. We were both 
totally erect as we rinsed our bodies 
thoroughly and toweled off. 

We walked nude, arms around 
each other’s waist, back to the sofa. 
Robert returned to his favorite seat, 
the apex of the sofa’s angle, but this 
time he placed one leg in each direc- 
tion on the sofa, leaving the lower 
half of his body in a V-formation and 
his family jewels spread out on the 
cushion. 

“Get down their between my legs 
and eat cock,” Robert ordered softly 
but firmly. | crouched comfortably on 
the floor and held the nine-inch shaft 
that was naturally suspended above 
the sofa cushion by its own erect 
hardness. | marveled as he flexed 
the soft-skinned, unsullied, three-inch 
thick projectile because it was so 
ivory-hard and ivory-smooth. The 
foreskin hooded the cockhead except 
for a tiny opening that revealed a 
now lubricous piss-slit. My head shot 
forward to it, my tongue automatically 
licking up the precum that threatened 
to drop from his sausage tip to the 
cushion. | did not want to waste one 
drop of that precious dick nectar! 

Robert smiled knowingly. “Ah! A 
natural-born cocksucker!” he compli- 
mented, his eyes gleaming. 

| explored further, feeling the un- 
blemished skin of his reamer and 
once in a while briefly masturbating 
the shaft. | instinctively used my 
fingertips to stroke oh so lightly his 
tumescence from base-root to 
cloaked mushroom cap; | worked to 
draw out the sperm that was mar- 
shalling its forces to fill his scrotum to 
overflowing. This manipulative quasi- 
handjob was beginning to drive 
Robert to total frustration because it 
was not grasping enough to make 
him come but was stimulating 
enough to stiffen his fuckpole to the 
point where the hood was being 
stretched even more, now exhibiting 
half the sensitive head within. 

“Stop fucking with my mind and 
start sucking me off!” he cried with 
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exasperation! 

“Robert,” | protested silkily, “I’m 
the one who’s doing the work! I’ve 
been taught that, to learn completely, 
you must take your time!” 

“You fucking cocksucker!” he 
smiled, hurting. 

“Yes, but in time, sweetie!” 

“You're nothing but a ball-busting 
cockteaser!” he muttered approving- 
ly. “Come on, baby; | really need that 
blow-job now!” 

| smiled up at him. “Yes, sir! 
Whatever sir wants!” 

He groaned and reached to take 
matters into his own hand. Just 
before his hand reached its target, | 
had the blanketed crimson head in 
oY mouth and began to fondle orally, 
lick, and suck the throbbing beast 
vigorously. 

Robert moaned ecstatically as one 
of his body’s most sensitive parts 
received the gratification and adora- 
tion it so sorely needed. 

| liked the taste! | loved the flavor! | 
really got into playing the skin flute 
as | mony moved my clinging lips 
down his blood-engorged tube to 
sniff, at a millimeter’s distance, 
Robert's downy and fleecy-blond 
pubic hairs. 

My throat had opened automat- 
ically to allow for length and thick- 
ness. | had no trouble taking his 
entire weapon into my mouth—and 
mine is not the big mouth you might 
think it is! I’m just flexible. Pausing 
with his entire ramrod in my mouth, | 
began to suction his prong with my 
dong-surrounding mouth, savoring 
the flavor of spicy manmeat. My 
throat flexed around his clubhead 
and provided his organ with even 
more titillation. 

Robert moaned with total aban- 
don, his hands massaging the black 
curly hairs on the back of my head. 
My palms cupped the cheeks of his 
tight, taut, bubble butt and my fingers 
moved to his anal cleft. | wanted to 
see just how free a spirit Robert real- 
ly was and whether his liberation al- 
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lowed for invasion of his most private 
manhood, his ass! 

As my fingers neared his 
sphincter, Robert raised his knees to 
allow access to his tightly muscled 
fuckhole. “I trust you,” he said simply 
in answer to my inquiring glance. | 
embedded one, then two, then three 
fingers up his chute to the third 
knuckle and massaged the moist, 
soft-walled interior until my tactile tips 
found his prostate. That, too, was 
arousingly massaged as | rhythmical- 
ly finger-fucked his hot bunghole. 

My mouth slid up to the top of his 
tower so that | could give his fore- 
skin the attention that it demanded. 
Wanting to plumb the mystery that 
lay underneath the spongy but tender 
skin-sheath, | pressed hard on the 
base of his helmet with my lips and 
sucked that same hardhat with the 
flex-muscles of my mouth. His dick- 
head popped out from the flexible 
foreskin, which now surrounded the 
ridge where my lips were acting the 
part of visor. This emergence gave 
me a whole new play area as | licked 
and laved the corona of his crowned 
head, giving special treatment to the 
ridge at its base. The musky taste of 
his pleasure-giver determined me to 
give as much sexual pleasure as he 
gave me, so | moved my head in all 
directions. My mouth-tongue com- 
bination left not a micromillimeter of 
surface unkissed as | gave Robert 
the headjob of his sex life. | alter- 
nated my coronal scouring with long 
head-pistons on his cockshaft and 
moist tongue-swipes on his bull’s 
balls. 

| licked, sucked, nibbled, coaxed, 
suctioned, and deep-throated his 
wonderful wand until Robert mut- 
tered, whispered, gasped, and 
shouted by turns. “Do me, baby. 
Yeah, Ooohhnh, that’s right; that’s the 
spot! That’s the way! Bite me right 
there, Richard! Attacocksucker! 
Jesus! You’re so good. You know 
how to do it better than anyone, 
Richard! Ohhh, suck me, baby! Suck 
my big randy prick! Lap up those jizz- 
filled balls! Go for it, you cocklicker!” 

The combination of my giving him 
head and massaging his prostate 
was too much for Robert to handle. 
His rock-hard hose gushed white 
seed into my throat. 

“Eat that cum, you fucking beauti- 
ful cocksucker! Swallow all of my 
cream!” 

Robert rammed his maypole 
deeper in my mouth and continued to 
spurt his life-giving, deliciously warm 
and salty fuckjuice into my throat. His 
serpentine body spasmed and 
twisted and lurched with the force of 
his ejaculation. My mouth stayed 
entrenched around his cannon, sad- 
dling his spike in my mouth. He buck- 


ed like an unbroken bronco as he 
splashed my tonsils with his semen 
for long time as his copious cum con- 
tinued to blast from his sensitively 
triggered firearm. Finally, it began to 
diminish in both force and volume. 

Spent, Robert dropped his knees 
to the sofa again as | removed my 
fingers from his asshole. “Whew! Are 
you a quick study!” 

“| have a brilliant teacher, even if 
he is my stage son!” 

“You gave better head this first 
time than the most experienced prick- 
taster | ever met up with! You 
vacuum up Cum better than anyone 
in the world, too, Papa!” 

“You mean, sonny boy, that | have 
a possible career opening here?” 

Robert grinned that grin, “After | 
teach you a few new lessons! Do you 
think that Daddy’s ready to take it up 
the ass?” 

“Let's not add incest to injury!” 

But we did. 

Robert happily took my cherry and 
| learned to love to get fucked in the 
ass. He is a wonderful lover, and | 
give as | receive—with equal 
strength, equal ardor, equal sexual 
energy—because Robert recipro- 
cates everything he teaches me. But 
no matter the new variations, new 
positions, and new aspects of 
lovemaking Robert introduces, | am 
still a confirmed cocksucker! A 
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BY WES CRAN STO ry 


When | got bored | jumped on the 
bus and went to Reno; attracted by 
the bright lights and the lure of gam- 


bling. The biggest little city in the 


world, the sign across Virginia Street 


proclaimed. 


Oh, | knew the real story. If you 


won, you would lose the next ten 
trips. Those were the odds. But | 
went for fun and adventure, the 
getaway. 

The bus ride across the Sierra 


Mountains never failed to inspire me. 
Crossing the Donner summit and des- 
cending into the Reno Valley. Ghost- 
ly visions of the Donner party who 


ate human flesh to survive while 
crossing the Sierras. 


| liked to shoot craps at Harold’s 


Club, remembering when Harold 


Smith used to roam his casino and 


yell at his dealers, “Pay the bas- 


tards!” A man once had a heart at- 


tack while shooting the dice and 
literally crapped out. 

| liked to play blackjack at the 
Nevada Club, one of the oldest 


casinos that still had tables with two 


dollar minimum bets. 


| liked to play the slot machines at 
Harrah's, the most liberal, where the 
slots by the windows paid jackpots to 


lure passersby. 


Most casinos had no windows or 


clocks. A blur of night and day. 
Where the percentages ground 
against you. If you stayed around 
they got you with their big bankrolls. 

This trip | had a feeling in my 
bones that it was going to be dif- 
ferent. Maybe because | was horny 
to boot. A real gambler was more 
passionate about the game than sex. 
Not me. 

| dumped part of my gambling 
bucks in the slots. But | got on a 
streak at blackjack and doubled 
down and won, padding my bankroll. 
| was about to go to the dice table 
when | decided to take a break. 

Sometimes | blew my wad right 
away and was back on the bus the 
next morning. Other times | won or 
broke even and stayed on. Now | 
was good for another day. 

| walked around Reno. Where the 
Truckee River runs through town. | 
remembered the time | fucked a tight- 
assed young stud under the pillars of 
the restaurant nearby. | blew my big 
wad deep inside him. 

| wandered back to the casinos. 
People on the streets, talking and 
laughing with drinks in their hands. 

Walking up the alley, | bumped 
into a guy coming out of the 
employees entrance to a casino. He 
was a beautiful guy. Medium height. 
Mid-twenties. Slicked back black hair 


and big brown eyes. Dressed in the 
casino uniform of white shirt and 
black pants. 

| thought of the old Mae West line 
about the croupier who said he’d lay 
her ten to one. She said that was an 
Odd time but she’d be there. 

“Excuse me,” he said. 

“Sorry.” 

Our eyes locked for a moment. He 
smiled. 

“Been lucky?” he asked. 

“Yeah, a little. Want to have a 
drink?” 

“Thanks, but I’m beat. Better head 
back to the barn.” 

y ae was a polite no, if he got my 
rift. 

| walked along beside him. Turn 
the other cheek, so to speak. 

“Like working in Reno?” 

“It's okay. | used to play poker 
here every weekend. Went broke 
one time and decided to stay on. 
Luckily got a job right away.” 

“A dealer?” 

“Cashier.” 

“Sure you wouldn't like a drink to 
relax?” 

“Well, maybe a beer. But at my 
place. Wanna come along?” 

Did | ever. Most male employees 
wore aprons and you couldn’t see 
their basket. This cashier showed a 
promising crotch bulge. 
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| stopped at a corner grocery store 
for a six-pack. No problem, you could 
buy booze around the clock in Reno. 

| followed him to the wooden room- 
ing house where he lived on Lake 
Street near the Ramada Inn. 

It was a small room with a bed, 
chair and dresser with a lamp on it. 

We drank a cold beer. Then 
another. Not much talk but a lot of 
eyeballing each other. He spread his 
legs invitingly on the bed. 

Reaching over from the chair, | 
groped him. His cock grew in my 
hands. 

“Wanna suck it?” he asked. 

Knowing the answer, he stripped 
out of his casino employee drag. | 
peeled out of my shirt and jeans. 

His body was covered with swirls 
of black hair which surprised but 
delighted me. | liked them macho 
pore. Contrasted with my smooth 
bod. 

“What's your name?” | asked. 

“Tom. Your?” 

“Bill.” 

He pulled me down on top of him. 
We feverishly rubbed each other’s 
hard body. Our hard cocks dueled 
against our bellies. | wanted to kiss 
him but he turned his head away. He 
had Juscious, pouting lips. 

Sliding down on his body, | paused 
to lick the sweat in his hairy pits. | 
loved that part of a man. | tweaked 
his pink nipples. Then | sucked on 
them, alternately. He moaned softly. 
And his cock throbbed. 

What a cock. A fat, unclipped 
seven inches of tubular fuckmeat that 
ended in a wide, skin-capped head, a 
crown of foreskin ringing the piss slit. 
And hefty, heaving low-hangers. 

| licked his hairy, muscular inner 
thighs. 

Noticing a big drop of clear pre- 
cum resting on the inside rim of his 
foreskin, | lapped it up with my 
tongue. | ignored his cock while | lick- 
ed below his balls, the cord of flesh 
that led to his hairy asscrack. 

“Lick my nuts.” 

You got it baby, | thought. | licked 
his hairy balls. 

“Oh, yeah. Lick those suckers.” 
Not only licked them, | sucked on 
them individually, then together. That 

made his stiffer throb all the more. 


Tom snaked into a sixty-nine posi-_ 


tion. His hot hand grasped my cock 
which was about an inch longer but 
about the same girth. 

| was acrotch shaver. | didn’t like 
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tickling hairs on my dick so | shaved 
them off. That led to shaving my 
balls. Trimmed my bush. Inevitably, | 
squatted over a mirror and shaved 
my butthole squeaky clean. That 
seemed to turn tricks on. 

Tom was no exception. If the way 
he licked my bloated prickhead was 
any indication. Probably not much of 
an experienced cocksucker. | mean 
his teeth grazed my cockhead and 
he sucked on only half of my shaft 
while he jacked it down by the base. 

| showed him what an experienced 
devotee of cock could do. | deep- 
throated his dick and he let out a big 
sigh. 

Look, Tommy baby, | thought, no 
hands, while | gobbled up his hairy 
pecker. I’d worry about cleaning the 
hairs out of my teeth later. 

| fondled his balls while my throat 
engulfed his shaft like a sword swal- 
lower. His bristly pubes tickled my 
nostrils. 

A quick learner or just wanting to 
please, he tugged on my ballsac 
while he orally ministered to my prick- 
head. 

He thrust upwards while | sucked 
the length of his hard seven inches. 
His balls drew up tight against the 
base of his cock. Which was hard as 
arock. 

| tried to ram his throat but he only 
gagged. Both of us were close to 
blowing. | liked to wait till the last 
second, taste the first dribble before 
shooting off. Because sometimes 
when | got off first in the heat of ex- 
citement, the other guy’s dick went 
soft or | lost interest. So | became a 
patient cocksucker. 

“Uh, uh,” he grunted. 

| fastened my lips around his cock 
and felt the first drops, then gobs of 
cocksnot shot down my throat and 
filled my mouth. Sweet jizz of youth. 

His orgasm triggered my own. | let 
go with a spray of hot jizz that filled 
his mouth right away. He choked on 
the load. | didn’t care. What a sexy 
sight, my white jizz dripping down his 
chin. He licked his lips. 

“My first time. First cock | ever 
sucked. Wanted to try it for a long 
time. But | was too scared. Scared I'd 
like it too much.” 

“Did you?” | asked. 

“Yeah, | guess so.” 

“Thanks a lot.” 

“Want another beer?” 

“Sure.” 

Tom and | stayed naked while we 
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guzzled the last of the six-pack. | idly 
wondered about the other people 
sleeping in the dark house but he 
didn’t seemed concerned. 

“Tell you the truth, what | really 
was more curious about than sucking 
dick is fucking a guy in the ass. | tried 
it once with a girl but she made me 
quit, said it hurt too much.” ° 

“| don’t let guys dick me.” 

Tom looked disappointed. But that 
didn’t stop him from rubbing my ass. 
Not only that, he fingered my sweaty 
crack. My asshole twitched. 

“| don't let most guys,” | amended. 

| rolled over on my belly and 
spread my legs, giving him complete 
access to my butt. Reaching back, | 
jacked his cock which | don’t think 
ever went soft after | blew him. 

“Got to use some lube. Spit in my 


crack.” 

| felt the cold gob of spit hit my 
pucker. 

Grabbing my smooth buttcheeks, | 
spread them for him. 

He straddled my thighs and 
mounted me. 

| looked over my shoulders at his 
big throbbing prick jutting out over 
the black hairs of his body in the 
shadowy room. 

“Yeah, Tom, do it to me. Stick that 
big cock up my ass.” 

He aimed his prick at the bull’s- 
eye of my targeted ass and punched 
his skin-capped mushroom head into 
the assring. 

“Stay still.” 

When the pain of penetration 
eased | pushed back and his fat shaft 
slid right up my asshole. Inside me, 
neat and clean, his shaft skin acted 
as a natural casing for his piston and 
a liner for my fuck hole. 

“Yeah, fuck me, you hot, hairy 
stud. Fuck me with that big dick of 
yours.” 

He stroked my butthole slow and 
deep. I've taken bigger dicks in my 
time but none that | remember that 
was harder and hotter and so horny 
to drill me. 

“It’s so hot. Tighter than any pussy 
| ever had.” 

“Fuck me, stud. Show me your 
stuff.” 

He took up the challenge and 
balanced himself on his elbows and 
knees as he roughly plowed my dirty 
road. | moved around underneath 
him and humped back. 

“Oh yeah, you fuck good. Bet the 
girls were crazy about you. What a 
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Stiff prick, like steel.” 

“| can keep my hard-on all night 
long, you'll see. I'll tear you a new as- 
shole.” 

“Just fuck this one like you’re 
doing.” 

For a moment | thought I’d pass 
out while he lustily prodded my ass- 
hole. A ream rammer, this Tom. 
Priapic. He was sweating up a storm, 
dripping moisture onto me. He was 
panting heavily. 

Just then | started to think that 
maybe he couldn't get off inside me. 
I’d had experience with straight studs 
who got randy then turned off by the 
sight of dick and balls underneath in- 
stead of pussy. He was really tearing 
up my ass. | was sore. My butthole 
was burning from the friction of the 
fuck. 

| propped my butt up in the air for 
the final stages of the assault or to 
bump him off because | couldn’t take 
much more of the painful pleasure. 

“It's cumming! Shooting my hot 
load up another guy’s ass. Take it. 
Take my fucking cum!” 

He collapsed on top of me and | 
turned to ashes underneath him 
while he just kept blasting hot bolts of 
cum into my assguts. 

Without a doubt the roughest fuck 
I'd had in ages. Not only that, all that 
pumping into my shitter, all that 
sweating and moaning did wonders 
to my cock. It was stiff as a board. 

| bucked Tom off alright. But that 
was just the start of something big. 

| spread-eagled him on his bed. 
He looked helplessly over his 
shoulder. His brown eyes were glas- 
sy. 
uve cock was oozing lube. | fought 
off the impulse to just shove it up his 
ass. | wanted to taste it first. 

Like a muff diver, | drove into his 
hairy crack. | lapped at the bristly 
crevice. | stopped just long enough to 
nibble on his hairy buns, making 
them red. Then | dove into his crack, 
tongue darting up his pucker, tasting 
his tangy hole. 

Damned if he didn’t moan and 
squirm around. Never ran across a 
guy who didn’t like his asshole 
licked, if he’d let you do it. Most guys 
know instinctively that is only a 
prelude to dorking them. 

My face and his ass were covered 


| with slobbers. I'd tasted his butthole 


and just wanted to cram it. 

Yielding to the inevitable, Tom 
buried his face in the pillow. | 
mounted him and stretched his ass- 
ring with my bloated prickhead. 

“Yeah, fuck me. Fuck my ass.” 

| slid the length of my prick up his 
hot turd tunnel. 

“Yikes, gO easy.” 

Not on your life. There was noth- 
ing easy about the way he ripped my 


ass apart. | was amazed that | didn't 
bleed after the way he manhandled 
me. He was about to get a dose of 
his own medicine, virgin or no. 

| started off with some slow 
strokes. But the kind and gentle ap- 
proach soon turned to naked rage 
and hearty lust. 

His butthole was cherry, | believed 
that. But it was pliant and receptive 
to my prick which pounded like a jack- 
hammer once | got going. 

He took it like a champ, someone 
who wanted the experience, some- 
one who wanted his ass fucked royal- 


y. 

“Keep balling me. Never felt any- 
thing like it before in my life. What a 
bitch must feel. Oh god, my cock is 
so hard. | don’t believe it. I’m gonna 
fucking shoot!” 

| had no idea he had a boner while 
| pumped his hole. But he wasn’t 
lying. He let out a groan and his as- 
shole gripped my cock madly. 

That did it. | buried my prick up his 
butthole and it gushed, spraying his 
assguts with my hot, creamy load. | 
collapsed on top of him. 

He didn’t fight it this time, or he 
was too beat to resist, when | kissed 
his ruby lips tenderly. 

Not only that, | scooted down and 
spread his asscheeks and kissed his 
asslips and sucked my cum out of his 
butthole. Then | kissed him again on 
the mouth with my cum-crusted lips. 

We fell asleep in each other’s 
arms. | woke him up with a wet blow- 
job that had him spurting when he 
opened his eyes. | jacked my cock 
and splashed my load on my belly, 
rubbing it into the skin. 

Tom went to work at his casino gig. 

| prowled the green felt jungle and 
pissed away my winnings. Lady Luck 
totally eluded me. The dice were 
cold. Busted at blackjack. 

As | was walking through Harrah’s 
club to the alley to meet Tom | felt 
spaced-out. A bummer. | blew it. All | 
had was my bus ticket home. Maybe 
| shouldn’t even meet him. 

| picked up a quarter off the floor 
and dumped it into the nearest slot 
machine. A siren wailed and the red 
light swirled on top of the machine. 
Three swamis on the center line. | 
couldn't believe it. A $250 jackpot! 

| hurried to meet Tom. And to 
celebrate. He was skeptical till | 
flashed him the money. | took him 
out for a big steak dinner. Then back 
to his room where we guzzled beer 
and had a sucking and fucking 
celebration that lasted till dawn when 
| had to get the bus to go back home 
and go to work. 

This time | was lucky in both love 
and gambling. With plans to see Tom 
again on my next days off. | had real- 
ly hit the jackpot! A 
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Greek columns are long, well- 
proportioned shafts of smooth stone. 
Thick at the base, they taper elegant- 
ly to the top, and a slight bulge some- 
times accentuates the profile. The 
shaft is crowned by a prominent, flar- 
ing capital that looks as though it has 
just emerged from a tight calyx. 

There | was, dick in hand, standing 
at a urinal in the public toilet at 
Omonia Square in Athens. It was like 
being inside a giant foreskin. The 
damp air was heavy with the raw 
smells of natural cocks, their odors 
released by guys of all types as they 
skinned their Greek heritage at the 
urinals. 

Gracing the cruisy crowd were the 
comely young street guys who added 
a touch of sleazy beauty to the busy 
square upstairs. The cruisers either 
stood watchful at urinals, playing with 
their cocks, or milled, trying to find a 
promising guy to stand beside. Some 
men came in just to piss, like a 
young, baby-faced sailor, who 
whipped out his beefy dark peter be- 
side me, peed a sloshy stream, 
milkec himself with a few slides on 
his tight foreskin, and left. 

After a few minutes, a curly-haired 
young street guy, about 5’6” and 
thin, took the spot to my left. We ex- 


changed glances; a fleeting grin 
dashed across his angelic Mediter- 
ranean face. He made a show of un- 
doing his pants and pulling down his 
bikini briefs. Out flopped a brown, 
rubbery penis, soft at about four in- 
ches, with a nice overhang of loose, 
jagged foreskin. | saw that he had 
more than pissing on his mind when 
he lowered his briefs still more to let 
a pair of walnut-sized balls roll out 
and ride over the waistband. 

Watching me from the corner of 
his eye, he jiggled his cock, as 
though coaxing it to piss. | turned my 
head slightly more toward him, look- 
ing first into his dark eyes and then 
down to his beauty of an uncut dick. 
The guy had style. He grinned, 
winked, and began to work his peter 
for me, rolling the foreskin in his 
fingers, stretching it out, and then 
Sliding the skin back and forth over 
his pale brown, arrow-shaped cock- 
head. Since he used his left hand, | 
had a good view of his dick. The sub- 
tle look in his eyes said, “Wouldn't 
you like to have this?” 

| also got slight whiffs of his uncut 
maleness and could even see some 
cheesy flecks on his glistening cock- 
head. | began to slip my own cock 
skin back and forth over the head, 
and soon a string of pre-cum was 


dangling from my flesh funnel. When 
he saw my dick drool, he grinned im- 
pishly and stuck out his tongue in a 
licking motion. His cock began to 
grow, and when it reached its full 
size he was drawing foreskin back 
and forth over a thick, veiny column 
of about seven inches. 

He milked out a big drop of pre- 
sem, which he swirled around his 
half-exposed cockhead. Then, taking 
aim, he let loose a stream of spit that 
fell directly onto the tip of his cock; 
he used his foreskin to spread the 
frothy saliva around his knob. He 
stared at me with bedroom eyes as 
he ran his tongue slowly across his 
lips. Then, with mouth pursed, he 
darted the tip of his tongue in and 
out. | knew little Greek i am a Greek- 
American but had never been to 
Greece before), but this was the inter- 
national language of the tearoom. | 
motioned toward the exit, and then 
stuffed my dick into my pants. As | 
turned around to go, he was doing 
the same. 

Out in the crowded station, the 
young guy caught up with me and 
took the lead. | followed him up the 
stairs to the busy square and around 
to one of the quieter streets, all the 
time keeping my eyes riveted on his 
cute, shapely ass complemented by 
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His tattoo says Max, so | might as well call him that. Seldom 
have | seen such splendid definition and beautiful legs. This 
California man of Italian heritage, wears 160 lean, hard pounds 
on his 6’ frame. Max is 26, and has played hockey, skated, plus 
all other sports. The video is areal white hot visual delight, and 
you will enjoy uncut photosets 121-A, B and C. All these guys 
are uncut, and there’s plenty of opportunity to check out that 
foreskin! Chip Starr is 185# of man at only 5'9”, age 30, from 
West Virginia, spent 8 years in the Army and Marines. He's an 
intense lover who likes people, a sportsman, yet also a loner 
and survivalist. He made a solo audio tape, C-121-1, flip-flop 
uncut lust. There is one set of pix, 121-D. Tury is a 24 year old 
Tex-Mex with several unique claims to fame! He's 6’2” and 
155#, blue-eyed and blond. Although fascinating to watch, he 
does not J/O in the video, and the photos 121-F are soft. Louie 
CHEROKEE is the brother of Eddie Perez. | can’t find his stats right now, but 
he’s about 24 and 5'9” with 160 tough, adobe-colored pounds. 
Louie is a real paradox .. . amiable and considerate on one 
hand, with a fearsome street reputation on the other. Louie is 
bigger than Eddie from his head to his toes, and everywhere in 
between, and his body is strong and vital. There were lighting 
problems when | took the pix, so, with regret, there is only 1 set, 
121-E, of this special Mexican-American man! You had a look 
at Cherokee in Uncut #6 (VT-97), and here's another at this 
muscular 28 year old Southerner, set 121-G, with cigar, We 
round off Uncut #8 with a curtain call for Kris (seen in Uncut #3, 
VT-54). A dazzling blue-eyed blond, Kris is now 20 and 180# at 
62" and his glow shines through in photos 121-H and |, both 
with cigar. His self-assurance will fill any room! VT-121 is two 
hours of sizzling color and sound, flexing, talking, and J/O 
that'll have you glued to your seat! VT-121 is $59 plus $3 
postage. 
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a pair of tight black pants. He turned 
into an alley and stopped. He said 
something in Greek that | didn’t un- 
derstand, but then when he pointed 
to himself and said, “Mario,” | knew 
he had been asking my name. | told 
him mine as | shook his hand, and 
then, in my bumbling, Tarzan Greek | 
tried to ask where we might go. 
Catching the word for “where?” 
(“Pou?”), he replied in a whisper, 
“Loutra, loutra.” | pulled out my pock- 
et dictionary and saw that he was 
suggesting we go to the baths. | 
grinned at him, he grinned back, and 
with a nod of his curly-haired head 
we were On Our way. 

After a short walk we came to an 
unobtrusive building on a side street, 
the /outra. Just inside the door, a 
handsome young man sat bare- 
chested at a counter piled with 
towels. On seeing Mario, he smiled 
and got up, and the two of them went 
into a rattle of Greek, interspersed 
with sly laughs. The man looked at 
me, smiled, and said in good 
English, “My name is Niko, sir. A 
room for eight hours is U.S. $10.” 
Then he added with a wink, “Mario is 
another $10.” | happily paid out the 
money to each and then gave the 
towel god another tenner for himself 
while eyeing his substantial basket. 
Beaming, he lightly fingered his 
bulge as he thanked me. 

Mario led me down a dimly lit cor- 
ridor to our room. Several towel- 
draped young men stood along the 
walls. Some casually played with 
themselves (or each other) through 
the terry cloth, and one cute guy, 
towel over shoulder, was pulling on 
the foreskin of his half-hard dick. 
Glancing to a dark corner, | could 
barely make out two naked guys, one 
kneeling in front of the other. Some 
of the young men exchanged friendly 
greetings (and apparently some sly 
cracks) with Mario; one goosed him 
as we went by, and Mario, laughing, 
reached back for a quick grope. 

Once in the small room, Mario 
turned to me and smiled as he 
rubbed his crotch, “Ejin’oraio, nai?” 

“Yes, it’s beautiful,” | said as | 
stepped up to take over for him, mas- 
saging and squeezing his growing 
cock through the thin material. | 
caught his excess foreskin and rolled 
it in my fingers through the fabric. 

| took off his shirt to reveal a 
smooth, brown torso, lean but not 
bony, with tiny tits on undeveloped 
Ee and not a single hair. | ran my 

ands over his velvety upper frame, 
and was about to kneel to undo his 
pants, when he suddenly knelt to 
undo mine. He dropped my pants to 
the floor and lowered my underwear 
until my skin-headed peter and balls 
flopped out at him. Sucking my over- 


hang into his mouth, in a downward 
plunge he skinned me back all the 
way and ran his rough tongue around 
my exposed dickhead. His tongue 
work almost sent me creaming. 

But then he suddenly pulled off 
and looked up at me. “Then echei 
tyro,” he said in a feigned pout. He 
was complaining because | didn’t 
have any head-cheese for him. | told 
him in bad Greek that | was sorry. 
“Then birazi,” he laughed (“It doesn’t 
matter”), then stood up and grabbed 
his cock through his pants. “Theleis 
tyro mou?” Did | want his cheese? 

In reply to his stupid question, | 
lowered his pants and underwear, 
removing sandals too so that he 
could get naked all the way. | beheld 
his body as | quickly undressed. 
Mario’s stiff cock was a natural work 
of art. Full and thick, it looked all the 
bigger because he had very little 
pubic hair—just a small moustache 
of sparse black curls riding over the 
trunk-like base of his peter. 
Prominent veins ran along the entire 
length of his man-cock, to vanish in 
the dark folds of his half-inch over- 
hang of foreskin. Caressing his firm 
thighs, | licked his flesh cup and 
siphoned off the smooth, urine-laced 
nectar of pre-cum that had collected 
there. 

Then | ak skinned him back 
with my hand. First, only far enough 
to reveal the tip of his head and his 
wide piss-slit. | licked around the rim 
of his stretched skin and tongue-fuck- 
ed his opening. He let out a low, 
shuddering sigh and gifted me witha 
fresh drop of his sweet honey. As | 
uncovered his smallish head, the 
rank smells of natural cock filled the 
air. His knob was slick from trapped 
piss and pre-cum, and little flecks of 
smegma swam everywhere. With his 
foreskin resting just behind his 
corona, | swabbed away at his tasty, 
aromatic concoction, trying not to 
miss a bit, not even in the underside 
valley connected to his frenum, 
which for Mario was a definite erotic 


zone. 
He held the sides of my head and 
slightly swayed his hips as he made 
low crooning noises. If he couldn't 
get cheese, he for sure enjoyed shar- 
ing his with others. When his head 
had no more goodies to offer me, | 
stretched his foreskin back along his 
rod to reveal the motherlode of his 
tyro in swirls along the inside-out 
skin, and in clots behind the corona. | 
whirled my tongue around on his 
candy stick to lap up his precious 
cargo, and then | plowed into the fur- 
row behind his ridge, feeling the tart, 
pulpy smegma collect on my tongue. 
Lifting up his dick, | found lurking 
pockets of cheese deep in the 
corners beside his frenum. When his 


dick was spic and span, | drew his 
foreskin back down over the head 
and slowly released the flesh from 
my lips. 

| looked up at a smiling, slightly 
quivering Mario. He squatted down to 
kiss me and get a taste of his tyro. In 
his new position, | reached under to 
run a finger along his sweaty ass 
crack, stopping when | reached the 
puckered gristle of his ass-valve. His 
tongue plunged deeper into my 
mouth as he spread his legs wider, 
and he began making quick, sharp 
pants as he pressed down on my 
finger. His hairless sphincter sucked 
my digit in to the knuckle, and he 
started to ride back and forth, up and 
down on my warm, happy finger. | 
stroked his bobbing, rock-hard cock 
with my other hand, using his floppy 
foreskin to smear pre-cum up and 
down his shaft. On the upstrokes, | 
pulled his skin out from the head and 
saw bubbles of honey collected in 
the poe He intently watched me 
work his cock, keeping his hands on 
my shoulders for support. 

From the corner of my eye, | saw 
someone watching us through a 
Crack in the door. Then the peeping- 
tom quickly stepped in, closing the 
door behind him. 

It was Niko, the towel god who 
had greeted us at the door. Mario 
looked up and gave him a quick nod 
between pants. Niko motioned that 
we should keep up what we were 
doing. Barefoot, he sat down on the 
edge of the bed beside us and ran 
his hands over our bodies. Feeling 
my finger slide into Mario’s ass, he 
looked at me with an approving smile 
as he kissed his fingertips. 

He stroked our cocks and cupped 
our dangling balls, giving mine a 
slight squeeze as he grinned in my 
face. He stood to take off his pants, 
and | was at eye-level with his bulg- 
ing crotch, confined by a pair of white 
briefs. In one graceful movement he 
drew the briefs down and off. This 
was a day for natural wonders. Half- 
hard, Niko’s heavily rippled sausage 
cock was about six inches long, and 
his foreskin was massed like a big 
wrinkly button on the end of his fat 
head. He had plum-sized balls that 
rode low in a furry scrotum, and his 
equipment was dramatically set off 
aS dense forest of curly black pubic 

air. 

Mario pulled himself off my finger 
to kneel beside me in front of this 
piece of Olympian meat, and he 
reached up to fondle his older 
friend’s heavy nut sack. Niko pointed 
his veiled cock at my face, swaying 
his hips slightly so that the blind 
monster waved back and forth inches 
from my nose. It had grown another 
two inches, but the ripples were still 
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there and the big wad of puckered 
flesh still crowned his pole. 

Mario said something to him, and 
Niko smiled at me as he lightly 
brushed his foreskin over my lips. 
“He says that you are good at 
making love to this—how do you call 
itin English, front skin?—and that 

ou like what hides inside it. | know 

ario’s penis well, and his front skin 
is not like mine. See if you like the dif- 
ference.” 

| stuck out my tongue to run it over 
his skin button. Then | took the tip of 
his bulbous, veiled head into my 
mouth and set to suction out his 
foreskin so that | could worship it. 
Suddenly, billows of soft, tasty flesh 
filled my mouth—it was like having a 
condom stuffed in your mouth, but 
substitute smooth, satiny flesh for 
latex. | worked to get my tongue in- 
side his funnel, but | couldn't find my 
way in the heavy folds of skin. 

onfused and curious, | slowly 
withdrew, using my lips and mouth 
suction to draw his foreskin out as far 
as possible with me. When my mouth 
cleared his cock-head, | clamped my 
lips down on the fore- 
skin and gently stretched it out. It 
glided slowly through my lips, and 
when at last the end slipped out | 
saw an incredible sight. Niko’s fantas- 
tic skin hung loose and thick an 
amazing three inches down from the 
end of his horizontal pecker. | saw 
now why his cock had been so heavi- 
ly creased even at full erection—he 
had enough dick skin for three 
regular cocks! | stared, mesmerized, 
at the most gorgeous display of fores- 
kin | had ever seen. 

He wiped his floppy skin back and 
forth across my face and laughed. “1 
think you like this, my friend. Feast 
on it and enjoy.” He spoke to Mario, 
who had been jacking off while watch- 
ing my discovery of Niko’s skin, and 
the street kid crawled around to mini- 
ster to Niko’s backside. Niko shud- 
dered when Mario’s tongue made 
contact. He winked at me. “He has a 
tongue that is long and strong like his 
penis.” 

Kneeling before this temple of 
natural cock, | caught the end of 
Niko’s thick foreskin in my thumbs 
and stretched it open to a gaping 
three inches. | then pulled out, and 
the elastic flesh stretched an in- 
credible four inches from his cock 
head. | stuck my tongue deep into 
this cavern of aromatic skin and 
released my finger hold. His warm, 
moist peter sock engulfed my tongue 
as | probed further in to find his 
sperm-slit, which was a fountain of 

re-sem. | traveled down the under- 
side of his fat head to tease his 
frenum, but he had none. | did feel 
and taste, however, a rich cachet of 
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smegma in the little V at the base. | 
let my encased tongue roam leisurely 
all around his slippery knob, delight- 
ing in the tastes of this young god. 

Niko crooned, “Oh, you do that so 
nicely, my friend. You know how to 
please a Greek cock!” 

Withdrawing my tongue from deep 
inside his skin, | took his eight-incher 
in both hands and slowly stripped 
him back. The heavy fore- 
skin glided easily over his dark red 
cockhead to lie in ripples along the 
shaft. | let go for an admiring look, 
but the weight and mass of the skin 
were too much to be held in place by 
his corona. The bountiful flesh cas- 
caded back down over his head to 
form the wrinkly button that my 
beak had first toyed with. 

iko chuckled, “You need to hold 
it back with your hand, philo mou.” 

| skinned him back again, and this 
time pulled the flesh all the way back 
to his pubic hairs. Still, | had to use 
my other hand to pull back what was 
left in wrinkles behind his head. The 
effort was worth it. My head was 
again filled with the piercing aroma of 
uncut Greek dick. Smegma lay thick 
and heavy behind his crown. Niko 
dipped his finger into it and smeared 
a gob across my lips. My tongue 
quickly licked it away to savor its pun- 
gency. Thinking of Mario and how 
he’d gotten no cheese from me, | too 
dipped in and passed a fingerful back 
to him. 

“Mario! Tyro!” | said. He stopped 
his tongue-work to look at me 
gee Niko’s legs, grinned widely, 
and slurped his friend’s headcheese 
from my finger. | swirled my fingers in 
Niko’s rich, abundant cheese and 
then made a show of licking them 
clean with my tongue, like a kid with 
cake icing. Niko grinned his approval 
and gently guided my head onto his 
cock, “Finish your serving of tyropita, 
my friend. The cheese pie is a 
famous Greek dish.” 

| must have worked on Niko’s 
cock for half an hour. His shaft was 
too thick for me to deep-throat, and 
all his incredible skin forced me to be 
creative. With his thick dick pushed 
all the way to the: back of my mouth, | 
was able to swallow his foreskin and 
squeeze it with my throat muscles. 
(For some stupid reason, | thought of 
swallowing a goldfish tied to a string.) 
| also chewed a lot on his fleshy dick 
skin, coaxing out his sweet, heavily 
flowing pre-cum. If | got the end of 
his foreskin just right, | could glide it 
back and forth over his meaty cock- 
head, while feeling the rest of his 
heavy dick flesh bunched against my 
lips. When my jaw started to ache, | 
zeroed in on just his skin, chewing 
and sucking on those three sweet in- 
ches of flesh as | slowly pumped his 


fat, bulging shaft. Soon, his cock 
started to jerk and he let out deep, 
shuddering gasps. 

Thick, salty cum began to flow 
through his skin tunnel into my suc- 
tioning mouth, and | could feel fresh 
cream pulsing in heavy jets up his 
trunk. Niko’s ass spasms must have 
sent a message to Mario that his 
friend had shifted gears; he moved 
around to witness my cum feast. He 
played with my ass as he whispered 
low, erotic exclamations and flicked 
out his tongue at his friend’s cock. 
Pinching Niko’s foreskin shut, | quick- 
ly transferred the oozing mass to 
Mario’s mouth. He hungrily slurped it 
in and finished the draining, while I, 
cum dripping from the corners of my 
mouth, jacked'the guy’s slick cock 
and plugged his ass with a finger. 

As Niko’s dick began to subside, 
Mario sent in his tongue to lap out 
the last drops of his friend’s 
juices.When he finished feeding, we 
stood up for a three-way embrace 
with Niko, kissing and passing 
around his rich man-cream from 
mouth to mouth. Niko sighed and 
started to get dressed, saying that he 
had to get back to work. 

After Niko left, Mario and | fed on 
each other’s ass and cock ina 
sweaty 69 on the bed. The squeaky 
spring action brought occasional wolf 
whistles and cat calls from his young 
friends in the hall. What Niko had 
said about Mario’s tongue was right— 
it was like getting fucked by a mini- 
penis. | came all over both of us 
while he deep-plowed my ass. He 
then erupted in my mouth while jock- 
eying my face. His cum was watery 
but plentiful, and it had a strong bit- 
tersweet flavor that | still savor in my 
mind. 

For the rest of my time in Athens | 
became a regular at the baths. | had 
several delectable sessions with 
Mario, and a few private romps with 
Niko, who turned out to be a gifted 
cocksucker. We also had other 
threesomes together, including a 
prolonged one in which Niko wound 
up fucking his young friend while | 
either sucked on Mario’s fat prick or 
roto-tongued Niko’s furry ass; a spe- 
cial treat that night was getting to 
suck Niko’s warm jizz out of his 
friend’s sopping love canal. 

| also got to know some of the 
other young guys: Vasily hada 

lump, cheesy cock that was a chal- 
ienge to harvest because of 
phimosis; Hektor liked to shoot off his 
undersized prick inside my fore- 
skin; Kosta, who had a slender, skin- 
ny dick, liked to come with me chew- 
ing on his long foreskin while he rode 
my hand, his tight little ass impaled 
on my thumb; and then there was... A 
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PHOTOS BY THE LATIN CONNECTION 


When youre 
ready to go 


with the leader... 
come with 
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BI-OLOGY 
Join Cody as we combine 
the cockiest all-male action 
men with industry leading 
ladies in anything goes 
action. Only Catalina 
makes Bi-Sexual videos 
with you in mind. $54. 


STARGAZING 
Experience Cody one-on- 
one, as he goes in front of 
the cameras for the first 
time. Solo Action. Six guys 
in all shooting just for you 
...andthe stars! $44. 
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\ MALIBU POOL BOYS 


Rival pool cleaners com- 
q pete in this all-male tale of 


customer servicing in the 
\ Malibu hills. Cody Foster's 
1 hardcore feature debut. $59. 
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POWERTOOL 2 
The most ambitious all- 
male sequel ever! Stars 21 
leading covermen in 2 full 
hours of sex behind bars 
Lex Baldwin, Hank Ster- 
ling, Dolph Knight, Tom 
Steele. $59. 
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NIGHT FORCE 
Get the signal from under- 
ground D.J., Rex Dexter, 
as he takes to the airwaves 
with a @essage for ail 
man-listéners. Stars Aiden 
Shaw. Hardcore. $59. 
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SEX IN WET PLACES 


Get ready to get jury with 
covermodel Bo Summers. 
From showers to water- 
falls, man-sex doesn’t get 
any wetter than this! Hard- 


EASY RIDERS 


Mount up for man-play on 
the.open road as director 
dosh Eliot leads you on a 
fandysfomp through the 
Russian River Valley. Stars 
Randy White, Hank 
Sterling. Hardcore. $59. 
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1230 WEST MELROSE 
We sent our agents to 
Melrose for a penetrating 
look behind the scenes 
Gorgeous Melrose-men 
make 1230 West Melrose 
a hardpounding place to 
spend some time. Hard- 
core $5' 
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Current Catalina customers can deduct $10 per video. Mention 
offer #1992 to receive discount. $10 discount per video valid 
for mail order or phone orders to existing customers with 
established account numbers only. 


For exclusive full-length mail order versions of the best selling, 
best rated videos for 1992, contact Catalina Video Direct, P.0. 
Box 7016, Los Angeles, CA 91357-7016, (818) 708-9200. 


First time buyers by mail only. Include proof of age statement. 
Must be 21 years or older te order and be desirous of sharing in 
Catalina’s commitment to quick, courteous and confidential 
customer service. 


Reunion starring Catalina Video exclusive coverman Cody Foster 
is exclusively yours when you order now. Catalina Video Direct 
and you . 


. . three decades of excellence and getting better!! 


/ SHOW US YOUR SKIN 


P.<ud of your natural heritage? Want to show the world what sets you off from other men? Send 
in your best photos to Uncut and we'll display them here so the world can salivate over your fine 
foreskin! Photos should be clear and bright, color or black and white, and reveal only as much of 
yourself as you wish to reveal. Sign your name on the back of your photo. If you’d like your photos 
returned, please include a stamped, self-addressed envelope. Don’t have a place to develop your 
photos? Maybe we can help, drop us a note. Send your photos to: Front Office, Dept. SUYS, Box 
998, Oceanside, CA 92049-0998. 


Doug, both photos this page, is from Yucatan, ir Mexico, 
ancestral land of the Mayans and Toltecs. Doug likes to 
show off his genetic characteristics and even hopes to 
break into gayporn videos someday. 


Doug says his part of Mexico is filled with many 
historic sites, like the pyramids at Chichen-ltza. 
The area also abounds with tour guides who 
look a lot like Doug, skin and all. Something to 
keep in mind the next time you’re thinking about 
a potential vacation spot. 
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Rex (all photos this page) is a 
rodeo rider from Texas who says he 
has trouble finding guys who can 
take all of his uncut 10 inches. This 
30-year-old cowboy says he never 
stops looking for the perfect fit. He 
also says he’s turned on to seeing 
photos of other uncut studs, and 
that this is the first place in the 
magazine he turns to each issue, 
Well, Rex, here you are, right in the 
middle of it! 


Some of his friends have told Rex 
he should take that big uncut dick to 
Hollywood and make movies. Let us 
be the first in line to buy a ticket! 
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Randy (both photos, above left) is 
a reader from Virginia who likes to 
share his uncut nine-incher with 
guys who can swallow all of it. W.L. 
(top right) is a reader from Indiana 
who says this uncut cock with a red 
bow is just waiting from someone to 
unwrap it. E.M. (bottom right) is a 
reader from Houston who says his 
fat tubesteak gets hard on request. 
Okay, okay, we’re asking! 
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Herb (photo left) is a reader from Oregon who 
Says guys always want to dip their tongues under 
his foreskin when they see it. Herb says he car- 
ries a real dripper that usually comes with some 
cheese in the nooks and crannies—very popular 
with all his friends. Herb says there are not 
enough uncut dicks in the Pacific Northwest to fill 
the demand, which is one of the reasons his un- 
clipped piece is so popular. 


Mike (photo right) is a reader from New York who says his © 
uncut cock is eight inches long and has a three-inch fore- — 
skin, Mike says he really likes to have it chewed. We really 
wish Mike had taken some better photos so that we could 
all appreciate that extra-long skin. Maybe next time. 


This nice stiff piece of skin torpedo is from 
Kalamazoo, Michigan, but that’s all we can tell 
you about it. The other readers really appreciate 
it when you say something about yourself—or 
your cock—when you send in your photos. 


Troy (photo right) is a 32-year-old from Battle Creek, 
Michigan. His photo was taken by another Uncut reader. 
This must be the “before” photo. 
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NEW RELEASES FROM The Leaders in Latin Video - HOMBRES mag 


The LATINO FAN CLUB presents 


\ BRONX 


CREW 


HOOKED ON HISPANICS PART 2 


ALL MODELS ARE 18 
YEARS OF AGE OR OLDER 


yi" the kind iG : se ] : 
marerraawie Tuscan UMN » 12 HUNG, UNCUT LATIN MEN IN 
feature st ron te shes dius A NEW FULL- LENGTH X-RATED STORY 
porno pablum ADULT VIDEONEWS TI me Py FEATURE VIDEO 
SHOTS 
"The sex is Le Aha eee See maa mye nine) on emer ee oe ee en en reese 


'CIYES! Please send me the following 
tvideo tapes on__ VHS or__ BETA. By 


, My signature | certify | am 21 years of age or older and 
Jeff Stryker epic.’ The \ desire to receive sexually explicit material. 
2 HOMBRES Magazine. 1 NAME OF VIDEO 
LATINO FAN CLUB 1 __“THE BRONX CREW" = agch MAKE REMITTANCE PAYABLE 
presents ___ HOOKED ON HISPANICS only TO AND ORDER DIRECTLY 


“Funny, hot and nasty --- 
an antidote for the latest 
LA mousse-&: cologne 


___ HORSE HUNG HISPANICS $hg95 FROM: BRYAN SERVICES CORP. 
___ BOYS OF EL BARRIO ae P.0. BOX 139 
aiscaiuans plus NEW YORK, N.Y. 10013 


postage 


# Add $3 pertape for shipping and handling. N.Y. state 
residents ADD 8.25% sales tax. Money orders 
shippedimmediately. 
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City/State/Zip Offer void where prohibited by law. 
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Two videos previously reviewed 
here have recently been released in 
video store editions: Rap’n About 
‘Ricans from The Latin Connection, 
and Stalking the Wild Latino from 
The Latino Fan Club. 

Both of these videos feature a 
wealth of hung and uncut New York 
Puerto Ricans. Some of the same 
performers appear in both video, but 
under different names; for instance, 
Midnight is the name used in Rap’n 
About ’Ricans by the performer 
called Diablito in Stalking the Wild 

Latino. Regardless what you call him, 
ou'll drop over in a dead faint when 
e pulls down his pants, Mid- 

night/Diablito has a classic uncut 
cock: long, thick, perfectly formed, 
and capped with a skin-covered 
mushroom head. 

Both videos offer a lot of sex, all of 
it made even more scintillating be- 
cause of the non-stereotypical per- 
formers. These are not your middle 
class, upwardly-mobile Hispanics out- 
fitted in Ralph Lauren jeans; these 
are Bronx and Brooklyn street charac- 
ters, guys who scrounge to make it in 
the urban jungle. 

When | first reviewed Rap’n About 
Ricans (Uncut, January 1993), | sug- 
gested you fast forward through all 
the scenes in which director LaMonte 
is talking with other Anglos about the 
making of videos. | found the footage 
too seif-serving, not really informa- 
tive, and far from the reason you 
originally put this video into your 
VCR. After watching the video again, 
I stick by that recommendation. 

Stalking the Wild Latino, from The 
Latino Fan Club, uses a narration 
about the sex drive of Puerto Ricans 
in New York to glue together the 
score of otherwise unrelated sex 
scenes in the video. This filler 
material is fairly pointless but thank- 
fully brief. It does give you a moment 
to catch your breath—or go get a 
drink of water—before the next, 
equally scorching sex scene. (I’m 
sorry to report that the copy of this 
video, which came from the dis- 
tributor, Pleasure Productions, was 
poorly recorded and very often out of 
sync. | have a VCR with excellent 
auto tracking, which constantly ad- 
justs itself to give you a steady pic- 
ture. Still, over 50% of the time | was 
left with a blue screen, which is what 
you get when the tracking system 
can't straighten the picture out. For- 
tunately for me, | have the original 


mail order version released by The 
Latino Fan Club. If you buy or rent a 
copy of Stalking the Wild Latino ina 
video store, in the Pleasure Produc- 
tions box, be sure and keep your 
receipt.) 

A new video by LeMonte from The 
Latin Connection, The Last of the 
Boricuas, uses a similar voice-over 
narration to string together a series 


Mae a 

of awesome Sexual vignettes. 

According to the narrator, boricuas 
is what native Puerto Ricans call 
themselves. Actually, the original 
name of the island was spelled Bori- 
quen, which is what the Arawak in- 
dians called it. Columbus, who 
stumbled on it in 1493, spelled it 


Borinquen, which is how it was 
known until 1509, when Ponce de 


Opposite page: Willie Wapo (left) and Camacho in Last of the Boricuas. 
Below: (left to right) Micky Mondo, Willie Wapo, Carlos Rapo, Camacho in 
Last of the Boricuas (The Latin Connection). 
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Leon captured it for Spain and 
renamed it Porto Rico. Later, when 
the island was given to the U.S. as 
part of the spoils of the Spanish- 
American war of 1898, the name and 
spelling was changed again, to Com- 
monwealth of Puerto Rico. 

The Arawak indians who lived on 
Boriquen came to know, in the bibli- 
cal sense, Africans and natives who 
were imported as slaves by the 
Spanish in 1518 to help work the 
ae cane plantations. Modern Puer- 
to Ricans are descended from this 
amalgamation of racial types. 

What Last of the Boricuas wants to 
suppose is either that there are racial- 
ly pure strains (the modern boricuas) 
that still exist on the island, or that 
boricuas is a spiritual ancestry. It’s 
not really clear, from the narration, 
exactly which of these is the point. 
And it really doesn’t matter because 
the narration, like that in Stalking the 
Wild Latino, is only the thin cake 
beneath the generous and delicious 
icing of sex. 

The sex in Last of the Boricuas 
may well be some of the best to ever 
come out of The Latin Connection. In 
a series of somewhat-related sex- 
capades, we get a wide range of 
Puerto Rican types, from the slim, 
young, fair-skinned, nearly-hairless 
physique to mucho macho muscular 


SOURCES 
THE UNCUT VERSION 
Dirk Yates (director, videographer), All Worlds Video (producer); 1993, 120 
minutes; features entire cast, listed by first names only. Released by: All Worlds 
Video, 2621 El Cajon, San Diego, CA 92104. 
STALKING THE WILD LATINO 
Brian Brennan (director), Latino Fan Club/Pleasure Productions; 1993 re- 
release, 90 minutes; features: Julio Nieves, Romeo Castillo, T.J. Colon, Diablito 
(aka Midnight), Nelson Garcia, Ricky Reynaldo, Pablo Flores, others. Released 
by: Pleasure Productions. 
RAP’N ABOUT ’RICANS 
LaMonte (director), Latin Connection/Pleasure Productions; 1993 re-release, 80 
minutes; features: Luis Cord, Jose Moro, Carlos Rapo, Midnight (aka Diablito), 
Indio, Michael Carmo, Pepe Salo, Tito Lopez, Carlos Sodom, Acey-Ace. 
Released by: Pleasure Productions. 
THE LAST OF THE BORICUAS 
La Monte (director, producer), Barrio Beat (score), 1992, 90 minutes; features: 
Cesar Curz, Camacho, Gusto, Cano, Diamond, Midnight (aka Diablito), Reo, 
Billie Rilo, Micky Mondo, Richard Udell, others. Released by: The Latin Connec- 
tion, 527 Third Ave., Suite 422, New York, NY 10016. 
UNCUT #12 
David Hurles (director, videographer), Old Reliable; 1993, 120 minutes; features 
entire cast, listed by first names only. Released by: Old Reliable, 1626 N. Wilcox, 
#107, Hollywood, CA 90028. 


and tattooed hunks. Ninety-five per- 
cent of these performers are uncut. 
All of them are hung. The sex ranges 
from mutual masturbation and cock- 
sucking to butt-fucking. There are 
even a couple of choice solos. 

In a couple of the set pieces, the 
ploy to sex is paying the rent with a 


sex show for a corpulent Anglo 
landlord who lets obedient P.R.’s 
stay in an abandoned building he 
controls. The landlord is played by 
Richard Udell, a Latin Connection 
regular. He chews up the minimalist 
scenery with his overacting. 

Udell only watches the guys get- 
ting it on in these segments, and the 


Micky Mondo and Reo in Last of the Boricuas (The Latin Connection). 


sex is no less vibrant for his 
presence. The myth is that all Puerto 
i Ricans are bisexual. l’m certainly will- 
| ing to believe that; even performers 
who seem to lack a lot of sexual ex- 
perience—or technique—display a 

lot of enthusiasm for their partners. 

A lot of the sex scenes are like lit- 
tle short stories: two or three guys 
meet and talk about something 
(being boricuas, going to Wigstock, 
looking for a place to stay), which in- 
variable makes them horny. They go 
to one or the other’s “place” and get 
down. None of that “straight guys 
having gay sex” stuff, just very 
sexual guys being...very sexual. 

There must be nearly a dozen sex 
scenes in this video, and the capper 
is the closing narration, where high- 
lights roll across the screen in a wel- 
comed leisurely pace. You'll be 
watching this one more than once. 

Old Reliable’s Uncut #12 is two 
hours of solo jack-off footage of 
uncut guys from various ethnic back- 

rounds: Italian, African-American, 

erman, American Indian, and 
Hispanic. The ages of the five guys 
on this video range from 18 to about 
29. As is Old Reliable’s wont, the 
guys undress, pose, oil up, talk about 
themselves, and jack off—some of 
them do all of that, some of them do 
most of that. Although uncut guys 

(continued on page 96) 
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Each issue, Uncut will publish cur- 
rent information on organizations 
and events catering to the uncut 
man. If your group would like to be 
listed, or if you are planning an up- 
coming event, let us know. 


INTERNATIONAL 

COPAC (Coalition of People 
Against Circumcision) is the official 
new name of “Men’s Right Interna- 
tional.” The name may have 
changed, but this is still an organiza- 
tion of men who feel circumcision 
violates their personal rights. They 
are now joined by women who also 
feel circumcision is a violation, as 
well as by the members of a victim’s 
rights organization. COPAC is plan- 
ning a legal challenge to circum- 
cision in Canada based on the 
Security of the Person clause of the 
Canadian constitution. The or- 
ganization is interested in network- 
ing with interested individuals and 
organizations. Write to: COPAC, 
Box 2217, Station C., Downsview, 
Ontario, Canada M3N 2S9. 


SKINS is a fanzine with free ads for 
uncut men who also like to walk on 
the kinky side. Information and a 
free ad coupon are available by 
sending a stamped, self-addressed 
long envelope and statement of age 
(very important!) to: The Paper 
Trail, 509 Vista Way, Oceanside, 
CA 92054. A sample copy of the 
current issue sent by First Class in 
the USA (plus a free ad coupon) 
can be had for $5. (Outside the 
USA: $7.) 


RECAP (RECover A Penis) is a 
foreskin restoration support group. 
Get emotional support and help on 
using the UNCIRC stretching 
methods for restoring your foreskin. 
Many have and are having great 
success with this method. Learn 
how to start your own local group. 
RECAP meets the first Sunday of 
each month in San Francisco. 
RECAP SOUTHBAY meets on the 
second Sunday in San Jose. Write: 
RECAP, c/o R. Wayne Griffiths, 
3205 Northwood Dr., Suite 209, 
Concord, CA 94520. For informa- 
tion, send $2. Call 510-827-4077 to 
talk to Wayne or leave your address 
and phone number on the recorder. 


NATIONAL 

(Note: The following four organiza- 
tions are not gay but are sensitive 
and receptive to gays.) 

NOCIRC is the National Organiza- 
tion of Circumcision Information 
Resource Center. And that’s saying 
a mouthful! However, this academic- 
sounding organ is really action- 
oriented! They are the 
clearinghouse for information on 
just about every aspect of circum- 
cision and its effects. For informa- 
tion, send $2 and a long, 
self-addressed, stamped envelope 
to: NOCIRC, Box 2512, San Ansel- 
mo, CA 94979. 


UNCIRC (UNCircumcising Informa- 
tion and Resources Center). For in- 
formation on the latest instructional 
material and resources for foreskin 
restoration, send request and a long 
SASE to: UNCIRC, Box 52138, 
Pacific Grove, CA 93950. 


NOCIRC-NEW JERSEY is an offi- 
cial center of NOCIRC, and publish- 
es a guide to activism for people 
who want to speak out against cir- 
cumcision in America. Send $3 for a 
copy of the guide to: NOCIRC-NJ, 
P.O. Box 562, Lakehurst, NJ 08733- 
0562. 


REMAIN INTACT ORGANIZATION 
is the information arm of Rev. Rus- 
sell Zangger, who sends out tons of 
printed material with religious argu- 
ments against circumcision. Some 
of Rev. Zangger’s mailing en- 
velopes might make your local post- 
al carrier squeamish (like the one 
we received with a drawing of a 
baby bleeding and screaming from 
his neo-natal circ), but if you like 
passionate protest, by all means get 
on the good preacher’s mailing list. 
We've been on it for years and 
we've never been soliticed for 
funds. However, we suggest you in- 
clude some postage with a short 
note asking for a copy of his 
brochure, “The New Covenant.” 
Send your request to: Remain Intact 
Organization, R.R. 2, Box 86, 
Larchwood, IA 51241. 


CALIFORNIA 
SF UNCUT JO CLUB has gather- 
ings for members and guests twice 


a month. For information, contact: 
Jerry Jansen, 249 Capp St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110. 


UNCUT CLUB OF LA hosts pool 
parties, has a Palm Springs outing, 
monthly gatherings, etc. A newslet- 
ter and contact directory is publish- 
ed for members. For information, 
send a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope to: Club, Box 2842, Los An- 
geles, CA 90078. 


STUDS COMPUTER BULLETIN 
BOARD (BBS) is the first computer 
bulletin board especially for uncut 
men. It features sizzling color 
graphic files of uncut men and 
users of the system, tantalizing 
stories, fun and helpful software 
programs and games. Members 
may engage in electronic conferen- 
ces on a variety of topics and send 
messages both public and private to 
other members. Although the sys- 
tem is located in San Francisco, the 
system receives between 200 and 
300 calls per day from members lo- 
cated all over the world. Features in- 
clude MATCHMAKER, a program 
that provides potential matches be- 
tween members for sexual com- 
patibility and interests and for 
finding friends and companions with 
similar interests. A special area is 
Young & Uncut, designed for men 
between the ages of 18 and 35, to 
provide peer support and discuss is- 
sues specific to their situation. The 
system is operational 7 days a 
week, 24 hours a day. All you need 
to connect to the system is a PC or 
MAC and a modem connected to 
your telephone line. The system 
supports modem speeds from 300 
to 19,200 baud. Dial the main num- 
ber, 415-495-2929, then follow the 
instructions once your computer 
connects. (A note to the non-com- 
puter reader, this is not a voice line, 
but requires a computer and 
modem to connect). 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
AMICUS (American Men who are In- 
tact Celebrate Uncut Skins) is 
certainly a mouthful! This is a club 
for the uncut as well as the 
reconstructed man. If you have a 
foreskin and wish to share your 
(continued on next page) 
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good fortune with other natural 
males, special events are held 
during the year—in the buff! For 
more information, write to: Tom 
Witt, 455 Kimberly Ct., Mechanics- 
ville, MD 20659. Call 301-884-8252. 


FLORIDA 

USA-CENTRAL FLORIDA is dedi- 
cated to the interests and well-being 
of uncircumcised men and their ad- 
mirers. We are a social group which 
meets occasionally to share ideas 
and experiences. We have a mem- 
bership roster which is updated 
quarterly. Information and a mem- 
bership application can be obtained 
by sending a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope to: Bryan P. 
Hooper, Box 7464, St. Petersburg, 
FL 33734. 


NEW YORK 

USA-NY is now in its sixth year with 
about 200 members and an ongo- 
ing calendar of activities each 
month. USA-NY welcomes all inter- 
ested males, 18-45, who have fore- 
skin (or who like them). Every 
month sees a number of activities 
on the club calendar. Special 
events include “uncut only” parties. 
The club has a regular newsletter. 
You can call Gene at 212-777-4208 
or you can write for information: 
USA-NY, Box 1052, New York, NY 
10156-0604. Include a stamped, 
self-addressed envelope when you 
request membership information. 


OREGON 

USA-Northwest Chapter is dedi- 
cated to the interests and well-being 
of the uncircumcised male and his 
admirers. This is a social group that 
meets occasionally to share ideas 
and experiences. We have a mem- 
bership roster that is updated 
quarterly. We also plan mountain 
retreats and beach weekends. For 
further information and a member- 
ship application, write to: USA-NW, 
Box 33190, Portland, OR 97233. 


Note: If you write to an organization 
and your letter is returned or you do 
not hear from them in a reasonable 
amount of time (perhaps 30 days), 
please let us know. Sometimes we 
are the last to find out when 
organizations cease to operate. 


| MOVING? 


| DON’T FORGETTOGIVEUS | 
YOUR NEW ADDRESS! 

SEE THE CHANGE OF ADDRESS 
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STR TPR UTE ET TRS rather cohesive package. Once or 
UNCUT VIDEO twice Dirk slips out of FOCUS moving 

(continued from page 94) in for a tight close-up (or out of one), 

~~ _ and once he misses the wet shot 
(which he promptly blames on the 
model)—still, the whole thing has a 
kind of professionally amateur look 
and appeal. 


appear on other videos from Old Reli- 
able throughout the year, this video 
was made entirely from newcomers. 
Old Reliable’s laid-back approach 
is adored by his fans, and he does 
not deviate from it here. There is a 
user-friendly interaction between the 
camera and the model that translates 
through the television screen. Al- 
though some models seem to have 
their own agenda, Old Reliable 
keeps them solidly on track. What 


emerges is a real cross-section of S Kl N S 


modern culture in the form of a 4 
sexual documentary. Always wanted to find a place 
A couple of these guys are real where the dicks hanging out were 
talkers, and that always spices things | Capped with foreskin? Maybe you 
up. You never know how much of the | should read Skins, the fanzine for 
talk is true, and the truth is, you don’t uncut men. Each issue is loaded 
really care—there is the undeniable with guys looking for action, with 
smell of authenticity in the air when- _| photos, lots of skin talk and foreskin 
ever a man talks about his sexual fan- | art. Asample copy is $5 and in- 


—John W. Rowberry 


tasies while he’s playing with his cludes a coupon for a free personal 

dick. ite ad (if you’re uncut). Signed state- 
Dirk Yates’ The Uncut Version is ment of age required. Mailed in a 

another two-hour solo jack-off video sealed envelope. Order from: 

featuring all uncut guys, mostly The Paper Trail 

Anglos (one Hispanic) and ranging 509 Vista Way 


from boot-camp marines to Southern : 
California locals. This video, which is kciaslialt nei ingot 
very good, seems to be audition 
footage. Dirk talks with each of the 
guys about modeling or being in 
videos, then has them undress and 
jack off—sometimes with a porn 
video playing in the background. 
Some of these guys are vocally 
heterosexual, while others talk about 
gaysex fantasies. Their individual ap- 
peal depends on the viewer's taste, 
of course. | thought all of them were 
worth watching—although about half 
of them were only worth watching 
once. 

Considering how these videos 
were made, they come together in a 


ra Send for our free 

brochures on 
books and guides 
to foreskin res- 

kt toration techni- 
ques (surgical 
and non-surgical). 
Send your name 
and address and 
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F4 over i8yearsotf | CATALINA VIDEO 


age to: CB&V, For full-length, exclusive mail order version of Los 
1404 Industrial Hombres contact Catalina Video Mail Order, op 

. 7016, 6030 Yolanda Ave., Tarzana, CA 
Park Ave., Suite 91357-7016. Or call 818-708-9200. Hardcore 
500, Redlands, catalogs $10.00. Offer valid in most areas. Must 


be at least 21 years old to order. Wholesale 
CA 92374. } inquiries welcome. 
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GAY ACTION! 
The way you like it! 
MEN FOR MEN 

1-900-740-7515 


$2.90 per minute. Adults Only 18+ 


CALL THE 1-ON-1 LINE 
1-ON-1 CONNECTIONS WITH REAL 
GUYS WHO WANT YOU! 
1-900-407-5379 


$3.95 a minute. Adults over 18 only. 


A GOOD MAN IS HARD TO FIND 


Call to meet real men who want you now! 


1 -900- 173- 6328 


: CONFESSIONS 
MALE TALK THE WAY 
YOU LIKE TO HEAR IT! 


1-900-740-7569 


pane $2.95 a minute. Adults over 18 only. 
_ MEN TO MEN TELL IT LIKE IT IS! 
“1-900-407-5359 


$3.50 a minute. Adults over 18 only. 
"LEAVE YOUR OWN CONFESSION 
— CALL 212- ee 


Adults over 18 only. 


MALE CONFESSIONS 

° SECRET DESIRES ° PERSONAL, PRIVATE 
*READY WHEN YOU ARE 

1-900-407-5208 


$2.90 a minute. Be over 18 


MAN TO MAN « ONE 10 ONE 
FANTASY CONNECTION 
1-900-740-7519 


$3.50 per minute. 18/over. 


MAN TALK THE WAY YOU LIKE IT! | 


ONE-ON-ONE CONTACT 
1-900-288-8482 


$4.95 a minute. Adults only 18+. 


ACTION NIGHT & DAY 
JUST THE WAY YOU LIKE IT! 
1-900-407-5321 


ADULT FANTASIES 
$3 a minute. Over 18 only. 


TELEPHONE ACTION- 
JUST WHAT YOU NEED 
1-900-407-5330 
$3.50 a minute. Over 18 only. 

ALL MALE-ALL THE TIME 
1-900-407-5339 


$2.95 a minute. Over 18 only. 


AL NOM, GUYS ARE WA 


¢ 
$3 PER MIN e BILLED » yYOUR TELEPHONE 


$2 PER MIN $3 Ist MINI BILLED TO YOUR TELEPHC 
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